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Around Town. 


Amongst the criticisms which naturally pour 
into one who like myself ventures upon gen- 
eral criticism, I heard many congratulatory 
things regarding my little unorganized clamor 
fora man. I have to thank many for their 
kindness in saying pretty things about my hav- 
ing expressed their unwritten ideal as toa 
great leader who should absorb the people of 
Canada and lead them to success. I must con- 
fess that I am surprised at the liberality of the 
Conservative party ; members of it who have 
endeavored to strengthen my purpose and 
hold up my hands in the struggle for 
a strong and aggressive leader, make one 
believe that partizanship is not so_hide- 
bound in Canada as itis generally supposed. 


* * 

**Say, Don,” saida friend of mine the other 
day, ‘I read your last week’s appeal for a man, 
for a leader, for someone who will excite our 
enthusiasm, with more interest and a greater 
degree of enthusiasm than I have read anything 
you have written for six months, Do you know 
that in the old days, when I was alittle girl, I 
used to go with my father to hear George 
Brown, and Alexander Mackenzie, and Ed- 
ward Blake, and what was that man’s name 
who had an empty sleeve? (E. B. Wood, I 
suggested.) Why, the farmers and the peo- 
ple used to turn out in thousands, and 
though I didn't know the meaning of much 
of it I used to be thrilled and wildly excited 
and it seemed to me there was only one party, 
and I am sure that is what my father used to 
think. How people used to shout, and the en- 
thusiasm that pervaded the crowd possessed 
me, and I used to hang on to father’s arm and 
think it was the grandest thing in the world. 


tae 

**IT don’t see any of these things now. Who 
goes around speaking for the Reform party? 
I never hear father say anything about 
going out to big meetings; he doesn’t argue 
politics with people who come to the house; 
he seems to take no interest any more in 
what is going on. Are there no leaders? 
Oh, what a lovely speaker that man was with 
only onearm; E. B. Wood, didn’t you say his 
name was? I like Mr. Mowat, he is so quiet 
and so smart; he knows what he is talking 
about, but he seems to be the only one who 
has any idea of what he wants todo. What 
are your party trying to do? What are the 
Conservatives after, anyhow? And say, really, 
what are the Reform party in Dominion politics 
agitating for? I cannot see what they are 
after. And who really is the man who ought 
to lead in Canadian politics?” 


7. 
7 * 


It is in this way that my wife talks to me 
about what ought to be done, and when 
memories are forced upon me of the old-time 
leaders [ really wonder what we are after. We 
never see a leader nor hear of one; we fight 
for drill sheds and harbor improvements, and 
for additional grounds for the Industrial Exhi- 
bition, but we seem to lack issues, men, and 
those soul-stirring things which at one time 
used to move us either for or against the domin- 
ant party. When Sir John used to speak to 
us, and tell us very stale stories perchance, 
we recognized in him the leader of the peo- 
ple and followed him, believing that he 
understood what was best for us and was 
willing, notwithstanding many attendant 
difficulties, to make Canada a great and 
glorious country. Of course this “great and 
glorious country” is very much of a legend; 
it is easy for people to talk about it, to pro. 
claim it, to prophesy that the time is not far off 
when visions will materialize into farms, and 
wheat, and money, and wealth. No matter 
how mythical it may have been, what has re. 
placed this pleasing illusion? Who is talking 
to us in these paternal and pleasing phrases ? 
Nobody. ‘‘ We have no papa now,” to use the 
post-funeral phrase of the child who finds the 
house empty; there is no sentiment in the 
Conservative party, or the Reform party, or 
any party; there is no sentiment emanating 
from any party, from any peopie, any 
section of people, any fragment, who 
says, ‘‘This man is liable to lead us 
to success.” We all know that every 
man who is in public life has obliterated his 
personality, has sacrificed his impulses, has 
betrayed the godly and glorious things that 
were in him in order to be a Cabinet Minister. 
It may be necessary—I don’t know ; I am talk- 
ing as one who knows nothing of these things 
—to wipe out all the beautiful colors of youth 
and manhood, 

And that sweet time 
When first we heard their pleasing rhyme. 

It may be necessary in order to succeed politi 
cally that all these impulses and sweet things, 
every impulse and nucleus of greatness 
must be fastened up, tied about with 
party strings, and religious straps, and 
sectional refrigerators. This all may 
be necessary; the party politicians no 
doubt have experimented in how these things 
could be worked ; they no doubt know how far 
they can carry the grandly gorgeous and buoy- 
‘ant idea of being a man. The experiments 
have resulted in the politicaleunuch. We see 
the fat-faced, the unsexed, the unimportant 
personage standing in the corridor of Canada 
emanding the passport of people who have 
ome virility. The man who has heard nothing 
a harem and is unacquainted with a eunuch 
smands from this fatted personification of 
othingness why he should te accosted in the 
lway. He is beaten and thrown out, and no 
her reason need be given. The person with- 
t any intentions, honorable or otherwise, the 
ing who has by some extraordinary procedure 
n able toobtain a salary and a position 
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rules the roost, Interests which are not strong 
enough to make the Government teel that 
things have not been rightly ‘‘ arranged ” can 
Keep on being disarranged. A government 
which does not give a continental what hap- 
pens so long as it lives is not,in my opinion, 
likely to live. Nobody is asking Canada what 
it wants ; nobody is feeling the puise of Ca- 
nada as to what it needs. In the best sense of 
the word we have neither a leader nor a 
policy. The Dominion Government may feel 
secure, yet with the prompt candor of the un- 
appreciated friend I may say that there is 
nothing that might not happenit. All a move- 
ment against it needs is a leader,a man,a 
somebody who can advise the people how to 
act. If such aman should arise the Dominion 
Government would not be init ; they have no 
policy that could be remembered through 
the speech of a schoolhouse orator; their 
arguments would be forgotten in five 


the braying of an opposition 
brass band or in ten minutes of a 
county banquet. They are living in the 
fool’s paradise and believing that they are the 
people; shallow Cabinet Ministers are talking 
shallow things to people who do not care 
whether said Cabinet Ministers are alive or 
dead. An earthquake may disturb these smart 
people any moment ; any man who arises with 
a strong popular belief behind him will shake 
them to their center. These may seem to be | 
assertions, but let me ask in the light of a 
woman's suggestion, which so often goes 
straight to the point, where are the leaders of | 


Canada to-day, and who are they? 
a 


minutes of 


* * 

George Brown is dead; Alexander Mac- 
kenzie is dead ; Edward Blake has toreworn | 
his country and become an Irishman ; wed 
Richard Cartwright has forsworn his country 
and become a Yankee; Monsieur Laurier has 
identified himself with Monsieur Mercier, and 
jointly they have rented rooms in the realm of 
Nowhere; Premier Abbott is an invalid who 


doesn’t know whether he should remain in | 


power or not; Sir John Thompson is the 
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apostle of goodness who appears not to know 
whether it really pays to be good or bad; Sir 
Caron isrusticating while his political small- 
pox peels off; Mr, Chapleau is getting his hair 
curled and his voice rested after samgudgen-| 
which mean disruption to Canada if they 
mean anything. So we might go through 
the whole list of political personages, 
political things, political nobodies; in this 
way we might enumerate with tiresome 
iteration the miserable factionists, the petty 
personages who occupy the public mind as far 
asitisoccupied. But let me ask again, who is 
the man? Who is THE Canadian? Who is 
likely to lead us to something better? Who is 
likely to unite in his grand personality the am- | 
bitions of this people? Who is a possibility as | 
the centerpiece of the geographical and patri- 
otic outlook of Canada ? 


* 
* * 


Ihave seen much of politics and have had some 


GOOD NIGHT. 


slight personal experience. This experience has 
not been bitter, but simply preservative. It 
has afforded me an exact point of view; its 
sidelights have revealed to me the strength of 
positions and the shadows which come to those 
who are offered as party sacrifices. I have 
seldom seen men perish from the face of a 
party ticket because they have been personally 
ambitious. Little is known of the difference 
between the man who is a follower of a friend, 
the nominee of a party which must lose, or the 
exponent of a principle which in losing may 
win, and the man who is simply working for 
himself, These little trifles never occupy the 
attention of the voter, and he has really few 
facilities for obtaining a proper knowledge of 
the candidates. It matters little. Time and 
the great gods alone make these things plain ; 
the nominee of a known leader and an ac- 
cepted apostle will go, and it takes a great 


| amount of argument to change a vote. People 


are followed, not principles, and so, as the 
whole thing goes down into history, we watch 
a parliament, led by nothing but a blind im- 
pulse, and may very well wonder what will 
happen next time. Anything is possible, 


everything is possible; for surely if we have no 
leader, if we have no principles, if the Govern- 
ment is conducted on a basis of postoffices 
instead of patriotism, the most surprising 
thing might offer itself and find a lodgment in 
the public mind, which now believes that noth- 
ing could be worse than that which exists, We 
have no influence anywhere: our cattle are 
scheduled in England, our goods forbidden 
under heavy penalties at the border ; we have 
found no customers in foreign nations; we 
have done nothing except peddle subsidies ; 
our rulers have succeeded in nothing except 
increasing the public debt. Of course if this is 


| satisfactory we may go on and keep upa 


similar procedure. That the Grits are more 
wildly foolish and more heartlessly unpatriotic 
and more insanely unbusinesslike is to the ad- 
vantege of the administration but not to the 
advantage of the country. 


7 
* # 


As it seems toa bystander, so it must seem 
to every outsider ; so our policy must impress 
everyone who might possibly be induced to be- 
come an immigrant. Where is there anything 
but our rich public lands that beckons the 
stranger to make his home with us? It is true 
weshut up our taverns at seven o'clock on Satur- 
day, permit no Sunday street cars or newspapers 
orungodly things until the Monday morning sun 
sanctifies a renewal of licensed ungodliness, 
but is this attracting population or gathering 
business or promoting goodness? We may very 
reasonably ask if anything is being accom- 
plished by this sort of thing except the exclu- 
sion of people who want to mind their own 
business and are unprepared to have their 
business minded for them by the churches. 

” 
* . 

Forgetting these minor considerations, are 
those who are believers in Imperial Federation 
likely to survive the snubs they are receiving 
in England? Can they hope for much when 
even the privilege of importing cattle and feed- 
ing them has been denied those progressive 
and daring men who have engaged in the 
Canadian live stock traffic? Where can the 
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independence-of-Canada advocate find com- 
fort when he knows that the first act in such 
a regime would be the gathering together of a 
constitutional convention which would give 
Quebec less than it now possesses, and would 
be asked to give that province more than the 
other six provinces would consent to grant ? 
Annexation has no beauties that we should 
desire it. Yet let not the friend of British 
connection forget the fact that under 
Democratic rule, when inducements may 
be offered to us, the impulse may grow 
towards political and commercial union. It 
is not to our advantage. Acloser alliance with 
the Empire would be a vastly greater advant- 
age to us ; our history, ourimpulses, the every- 
thing which tends to the greatness of a people 
is opposed to annexation, and yet let it not be 
forgotten that the bribe will be on the desk to 


| tempt the cupidity of those who are always 


willing to sacrifice the future for a small cer- 
tainty or the prospect of petty profit. 
e a * 

When we look at all these things and their 
bearing upon Canadian politics, when with the 
garrulousness of gray hair and gray and sombre 
prospects we begin to cast about us for security, 


| and years roll up and energy becomes dull, we 


are apt to ask, what is England offering her 
colonies for continued attachment and more 
profitable trade? Personally though I may be 
an enthusiastic Imperial Federationist, what 
is there to make my faith secure ? What, in 
argument, have I to offer in anything the 


| Gladstone Government has done or is likely to 


do to obtain converts to my way of thinking? 
What is there in Canadian public life, who is 


| there in Canadian public position to win men 
| tothe belief that there is a future for this 
| country no matter what England may do or 


leave undone, no matter what partizans may 
say or leave unsaid? Who is the man? No 
matter what he believes, if he be great enough 
be loyal enough 
anywhere. Unfortunately 
for us all, we lack the man who feeds 
as they do in the old southern Barbacue, 
the orator who stirs us as the Clays, the 
Calhouns, the Websters once stirred our neigh- 
bors to the south of us. We have not the 
editor or publicist who is making the great 
clamor for principle that George Brown once 
did ; we lack Sir John, the man who led us even 
though we knew not whither; we have no- 
thing but a petty Opposition and quite as 
petty a Government which says, ‘‘ We are here 
todraw a salary; we have no impulses; we 
belong to every section and subscribe to every 
religion and our only object is to conciliate the 
country, province by province, so that we may 
maintain a Government which was left to us 
by Sir John and which has no meaning to us 
except as a source of honor and emolument.” 


to follow almost 


7 * 

What should we strive for? This is a very 
reasonable question. We have been left be- 
hind in the progress of the new world; our 
own statistics prove to us that we have either 
been unhappily managed or unfortunately 
located. What are we going to do about it? 
It may be very pleasant that the Government 
have employed a newspaper to say that every- 
thing is being done for the best; we may be 
joyously confident that something will turn 
up; with Tony Weller we may, believe that 
“circumspect is a more tenderer word than 
circumwent;” we may have many private 
images in our minds, but what foundation have 
we for hoping that years of inaction are to be 
succeeded by a policy of progress and a period of 
prosperity? It is useless for the gentlemen who 
have charge of our affairs to say that times are 
likely to change. We arein the painful posi- 
tion of being forced to demand: “ What is 
likely to make things better?” We may con- 
ceive that after a while a reaction may set in 
and thas the United States will not admit the 
immigration which they have had a surfeit of, 
while leaving usa nation with a scanty popu- 
lation extending along the border of something 
which has been more absorptive than a porous 
plaster; we may hope the time has come 
when our rich acreage will attract the 
population it deserves, yet are any of these 
things likely to happen as a mere happen- 
chance, as a circumstance, as a frill on the 
progress of another nation? Is it not fair that 
we should enquire what we are doing to pro- 
mote these things? We have built a great 
railway, we are proud of its prosperity, and 
yet blushingly we must confess that we are 
not sharing in the profits. We have a great 
people, a dominant people; those of our 
nationality hold the best positions in the 
United States, but what are we holding at 
home? What are our prospects? From what 
country are the people to come who are to live 
on our prairies? What is being done with our 
iron? Where is the market for our nickel? Is 
it not a fact that our National Policy is becom- 
ing a good deal of a chestnut? 

* > 

Why should not the Ontario Government 
organize an experimental mine, an experi- 
mental rolling mill, a something to show the 
capacity and capabilities of our mines? Is it 
not a fact that our governments, no matter 
whether they are provincial or Dominion, be- 
lieve that their only function is to administer 
the laws, exact taxes, retard progress, embar- 
rass everything which does not procure a place 
or salary for the needy sycophant, or to erect 
asylums, postoftices or a custom house in the 
constituency which needs attention? What is 
government for? What are politicians for? 
What place has patriotism in the whole per- 
formance is a question which we havea right to 
ask; it is a question which our rulers 
never see fit to answer, What we need and 
must have is a man; what we need and must 
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have isan upheaval. The something which is 
to happen cannot be far off ; the man who is to 
lead the movement will likely create the up- 
heaval ; the time when all the forces of Canada 
‘ will assist somebody to be something cannot 
iP be afar off. It willbe a national rather than a 
political movement ; it will make somebody, 
and it will drop into private life many who 
think themselves made, but it will be a com- 
bination of the time, purpose, the people and 
the man. Don. 
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It is always a sad thing to see & manin 
vigorous health suddenly struck dead, whether 
by accident, disease, or the hand of his fellow. 
The last is the most shocking occurrence of all, 

when happening near by. 1c causes one to 
shiver through and through. The tragedy of 
Thanksgiving Day—and every holiday in this 
town produces its tragedy—has commanded a 
more than usual amount of general interest 
because those concerned in it belonged to 
separate branches of the public service. The 
coroner's jury brought in a verdict of justifi- 
able homicide, the only verdict possible under the 
circumstances. But the ever-watchful maniacs 
who hound the press with letters on every 
possib'e subject may be depended upon to keep 
the question alive for months, and to unhinge 
Policeman Campbell’s mind if he b> at all 
sensitive. One good result of this most un. 
fortunate thing will be that volunteers in or 
out of uniform will find the trae amount of 
exemption enjoyed by them. We have three 
local regiments of which we are, and have 
every right to be proud. In these battalions 

; young men of all classes are enrolled—young 
men of all degrees of good and bad inclina- 
tions, of all degrees of intelligence from broad 
enlightenment to actual stupidity. The idea 
has got abroad, though it is not entertained 
by the better classes of citizen soldiery, that a 
volunteer in uniform is a public character 
superior to the police, who cannot legally 
be arrested whatever provocation he may give. 
Usually the most stupid and the most reck- 
: less among the soldiers are the ones who harbor 
. this idea, and usually this prevailing idea in- 
duces young men of reckless disposition to seek 
admittance to the militia for the fancied ex. 
emption they will enjoy. Of course there is 
nothing in it, for the colonel and major of a re- 
gziment as well as the privates are liable to 
arrest by the most humble policeman if they 
disturb the peace when out of the ranks. It is 
only right that it should be so, for militiamen 
are no better and no worse than the rest of us 
and must be kept to law ani order as we are. 
By an arrangement between the chief of police 
and the military head of the infantry school, 
members of that institution who are appre- 
hended in wrong-doing are detained at police 
headquarters until a guard from the Fort can 
take them in charge, and thereafter their pun- 
ishment is more severe than that meted out 
by the police magistrate to civilian offenders. 
The tragedy of Thanksgiving night, the exon- 
eration of the policeman who fired the fatal 
shot, the disgrace to which Wheeler has been 
subjected, will all serve to dispel certain false 
notions that have too long lingered in small 
corners of the civilian and military mind. 
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* * 

One excuse for the existence of the militia is 
that they constitute an effective reserve force 
for the preservation of law and order and for 
the suppression of disturbances too large for 
the police force to cope with. This being so, no 
ordinary citizen should possess such an in- 
dwelling respect for the authority of the police- 
man as one wearing military uniform. Bat 
the onslaught upon Policeman Campbell was 
not required to prove that those wearing the 
Queen's colors are deficient in this regard. If 
the men are instructei in this part of their 
duty, many of them profit very little from 
their instruction. Some of them travel on 
i their colors every chance they get, roaming 

{ about in squads and penetrating into unholy 

a dens where the atmosphere taints the regi- 
i, mental clothing. The sham battle did not 
come off on Thanksgiving Day, but with the 
shooting of Tickner and the brawls and fistic 
encounters that occurred in hotels all around 
the city, our militia lost almost as much blood 
that day as it did at Batoche or Cut Knife 
Creek. I know that the great bulk of our 
citizen soldiers when thrown upon their own 
devices for the day conducted themselves ex. 
tremely well, but in uniform the conduct of 
every man in a regiment should be above re- 
proach, and fifty men should not bring dis- 
credit upon ten or fifteen hundred. Whena 
drunken and blood-bespattered volunteer stag- 
gered along the street he put an indelible die- 
grace, not on himself, but upon his regiment. 


, . 
* 


A. private citizen, if set upon and brutally 
beaten by a mob as Campbell was, would no 
} doubt be acquitted had he in defending him- 

self killed one of his assailants. Defenders 
of the peace, owing to the enmity entertained 
for them by lawless people, are in constant dan- 
ger of being pounced upon, and in preserving 
their own lives and those of other law abiding 
people it is necessary in extreme cases to take 
life. It is necessary to arm policemen with 
deadly weapons so that they shall not be 
scoffed at by burglars laden with a night’s 
plunder, or chased all around the city by frolic- 
some rowdies. It is necessary, further, to 
endow them with authority to deal death in 
fa lt emergency. The important thing, therefore, is 
’ to select as policemen only such men as possess 
nerve, coolness, a high type of physical bravery 
and the judgment to know when an extremity 
has been reached. One sort of man would 
shoo‘ where another would find it necessary to 
use his baton only with moderation. A police- 
man should be more than a giant of fl-sh and 
bone, more than a great human ox. This tra- 
gedy has its lessons for those who train soldiers 
and those who select policemen. Mack, 
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Social and Personal. 


The social event of the week, so far as public 
festivities are concerned, was the Cricketers’ 
ball on Tuesday evening, than which a more 
successful evening's amusement has seldom 
been given, In the first place, the Pavilion was 
charmingly decorated in a novel and unique 
manner, as mentioned in last week’s account 
of the Chrysanthemum Show, the graceful 
evergreen ropes and myriad Japanese lanterns, 
fans, and parasols lending a grace to the ordi. 














nary festooning and draping. Light-colored 
hangings were used with good effect, and the 
@htiquated barn was quite a bower of cosy 
beauty, when the guests began toarrive. The 
Grenadiers’ band played various selections that 
were old favorites, and also the new Govern- 
ment House waltz which, as I predicted would 
bs the case, was mutch appreciated by the 
dancers. Mrs. Kirkpatrick, to whom the 
pretty measure is dedicated, expressed her 
pleasure at its rendition. Bandmaster Wald- 
ron has arranged it most charmiggly and the 
Grenadiers played their best in honor of thelady 
of Government House and the fair composer. 
If there be a time to rejoice, methinks the 
Cricketers must have seized on the auspicious 
moment for their ball, for never have more 
bright and bonny faces smiled care away so 
persistently. The ball was under the patron- 
age of his Honor the Lieut.-Governor and Mrs. 
Kirkpatrick. Thelady patronesses were: Mrs. 
G. W. Allan, Mrs. A. M. Cosby, Mrs. Sweny, 
Mrs. Hume Blake, Mrs. E. B. Osler, Mrs. G. R. 
R. Cockburn, Mrs. John I. Davidson, Mrs, John 
Wright, Mrs. D’Alton McCarthy, Mrs. C. W. 
Bunting, Mrs. Harcourt-Vernon, Mrs. G. G. S. 
Lindsey. The committee of the club was com- 
posed of Major Cosby (chairman), Mr. Lynd- 
hurst Ogden, Mr. John Wright, Mr. H. E. Har- 
court-Vernon, Mr. D. W. Saunders, Mr. E. 
Bristol, Mr. G.G S, Lindsey, Mr. S. F. Hous- 
ton, Mr. W. W. Jones, Mr. H. Montizambert, 
Mr. A. B. Cameron, Mr. W. Creelman, Mr. H. 
J. Bethune, Mr. A. °H. Collins, Mr. W. H. 
Ketchum, Mr. W. R. Wadsworth, jun., Mr. W. 
J. Fleury, Mr. K. H. Cameron, Mr. C. S. 
Wood, jun., Mr. J. E. Hall and Mr. C. N. 
Shanly (secretary). 


It was almost ten o'clock when the Lieut.- 
Governor and party arrived at the southern 
entrance, near which very charming tiring- 
rooms had been cosily fitted up by Mr. Jolliffe 
of Queen street, for the use of the distinguished 
guests. A few minutes afterwards the ball was 
opened with the following ladies and gentle. 
men in the set of honor: 


The Lieut. -Governor, Mrs. Cosby. 


Major Cosby, Mrs. Kirkpatrick. 
Col. Davidson, Mrs. Cockburn. 
Col. Otter, Mrs. Hume Blake. 


Commodore Boswell, Mrs. Davidson. 
G. R. R. Cockburn, M.P., Mrs. G. W. Allan. 
Mr. Hume Blake, Mrs Sweny. 

Col. Sweny, Mrs. Boswell. 


Mrs. Kirkpatrick wore a magnificent gown of 
white and gold brocade, with jeweled girdle. 
A tiara of diamonds fittingly crowned her 
handsome head. Mrs. A. M. Cosby wore silver- 
gray and black brocade, and locked stately and 
well. The dais was elegantly furnished by Mr. 
Jolliffe and prettily decorated with plants and 


shrubs. 
oe 


The supper was served in Ye Maypole Inne, 
and was, asa cricketer remarked, *‘ too good,” 
but for such sweet women and brave men 
nothing could be too good. A constantly 
patronized corner buffet near the stage sup- 
plied tea, coffee and champagne cup to the 
thirsty fair. Very little sitting out was re- 
marked, the dancing being kept up with the 
vim and enjoyment which always marks the 
first public ball of the season. A number of 
strangers were present who disputed the 
honor of belledom with our own beauties. 

| Whitby sent two lovely girls, Miss Gross and 
| Miss Dartnell, who were gowned, the former 
in cream white silk and Irish lace with fan 
train from the shoulders, the latter in pure 
white with chrysanthemum bouquet. Many 
admirers pronounced Miss Dartnell the very 
sweetest-looking girl present. Among the dis- 
tingue married ladies Mrs. Dobell was remark- 
able, in an elegant royal blue velvet gown with 
satin petticoat. Mrs. Forrest D2war of Hamil- 
ton, in another rich velvet robe with immense 
train of lustrous black ; Mrs. J. Kerr Osborne's 
; bright and beautiful face set off her shim- 
mering white gown, lightly trimmed wih 
green velvet; Mrs. Stephen Haas wore a 
delightfully dainty little frock of white 
and rose with exquisite lace falls ; Mrs. Arthur 
Vankoughnet wore a pretty deep yellow silk 
with corselet of white bands; Mrs. Henry 
Cawthra wore a beautiful French brocaded 
satin in daioty shades of pearl and pink and 
small flowers; Mrs. G. T. Denison was pigu- 
ante and charming in a heliotrops gown with 
velvet sleeves of a deeper shade and lace berthe; 
Mrs. Melfort Boulton wore wine colored silk 
under gold-embroidered black lace with corselet 
bands of gold braid ; this was a most charming 
and becoming gown. Mrs. Hamilton Merritt’s 
blonde beauty was set off to perfection by a 
pale green silk gown, with shirred bodice and 
neck ana foot border of faint-tinted pink blos- 
soms making a very delicate pictare. Mrs. 
Graham McPherson wore rose pink silk and 
quilled chiffon berthe; Mrs. R. B. Hamilton 
was bright and radiant in black lace and 
silk with cut jet trimmings; Mrs. Hume 
Brown was in dove- gray silk with 
beal fringe; Mrs. Alfred Cameron wore 
a very sub*le shade of green brocade, elegantly 
fitted and very becoming, which came in for 
many admiring comments as its graceful 
wearer flitted about in the light steps of the 
Scotch reel. Mrs. Grantham wore dark red 
silk and black lace, and looked most gracious 
and handsome. Mrs. Temple was a sunny 
b’onde in shell-pink and turquoise-blue, Mrs, 
McQuillan, the b-ide, wore a long-trained gown 
of rich white silk. Mrs. Bristol wore a very 
handsome gown; Mrs. Philig D-ayton, a most 


becoming black and white costume. Among 
the young ladies Miss Miils of Hamil- 
ton, who is the guest of Miss Violet 


Burns, was charming in orange silk. Miss 
Seymour wore a stylish gown of black 
and pale blue; her sister wore white satin and 
gold passementerie. Miss May Walker was 
very elegantly gowned in a striped rainbow 
silk with velvet sleeves. Miss Grantham, who 
made such a lovely central figure in one tableau 
at the Olde Englishe Fayre, looked well in 
buttercup crepe, as did Miss Violet Burns in pale 
blue. Miss Laing, also one of the centers of 
attraction at the Fayre tableaux, looked a 
picture ina dainty gown. Miss Dar>y wore a 
red chiffon frock with long puffed sleeves, 
Miss Drayton looked sweetly pretty in a prim- 
rose bengaline with dark velvet trimmings. 
Miss Fiorence Wey wore a handsome velvet 
and silk gown, Miss Cawthra was in pure 
white sxtin and looked extremely well. Miss 
McLean was a real snow maiden in a filmy 
white gown and a most becoming coiffeur 
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Miss Mackay looked charming in a yellow gown. 
Miss Wright wore black lace and silk. Miss 
Boulton was in pure white. Miss S, Herbert 
Mason was also in white, with tiny scarlet 
flowers and ecarlet slippers. Miss Ferguson 
wore a rich costume of pale blue combined 
with pink and blue flowered brocade, in which 
she looked very comely. Miss Gussie Hodgins 
looked her usual charming self in white. Miss 
Hornibrook wore a lovely black gown with 
gold embroidery, which set off her blonde beauty 
to perfection. Miss Francis’ Frenchy-looking 
costume of steel.gray and shrimp pink was re- 
markably pretty. Miss McLean wore a chic 
gown of nile green trimmed with pink roses; 
Mrs. H. P. D. Armstrong pale blue and pink. 
Miss Morphy was charming in fawn and blue. 
Mrs. Fred Gillespie was a sweet picture in 
white crepe de chine. Miss Blossom Kings- 
mill looked very prettyin a simple gown of 
white muslin and pink roses. Miss Tootie 
Heward was a piquant little figure in pale 
b'ue, while Miss Allie Heward wore a nile 
green gown. Mrs. Duggan wore a charming 
gown of pink silk and crepe trimmed with 
natural flowers; Mrs, Fraser MacDonald, white 
silk and tulle ; Miss Edith Howard, a becom- 
ing gown of white silk trimmed with yellow 
flowers. But space and memory fail me 
to tell of all the sweet girl dancers and graci- 
ous chaperones, as they combined in as pretty a 
picture as the old Pavilion ever contained. 
The Kilties wore their kilts and the other 
officers wore their swords, at least some of 
them did, but the most devoted dancing men 
unbuckled the warlike trapping and stowed it 
peacefully away in some convenient corner. 
Taking the ball altogether, from the opening 
lancers, which were danced to a quaint lot of 
old English airs, arranged by Mr. Waldron 
and aptly named after the recent fayre, to the 
last lingering waltz, it was an unqualified ‘suc- 
cess, and the rumor that the knights of the 
wicket may repeat their hospitality in 
the spring is whispered with great satisfaction. 


Mrs. Janes was At Home to a number of 
friends last Tuesday afternoon, and io spite of 
the wretched weather a goodly party assembled 
for a farewell chat and dance at lovely Ben- 
venuto. Among those present were: Mrs. 
Crowther, Mrs. Gibson, .Mrs. Denison, the 
Misses Pope, the Misses Strathy, the Misses 
Thompson, Miss Gunther, Miss DuMoulin, 
Miss Orr, Miss Dallas, Miss Walker and many 
other smart women with their attendant cava- 
liers. Neapolitano’s music floated through the 
handsome salons, and dancing was enjoyed in 
the dining-room. I regret to chronicle the de- 
parture of the Misses Janes for Philadelphia, 
en route for Europe, and of the pleasant 
hostess of Benvenuto to-day, to join her 
daughters at New York, whence they sail in 
the near future for a continental winter. 

* 


















































Mrs. Newman's tea on Wednesday afternoon 
was largely attended, and the finer weather 
made it decidedly more pleasant for the guests. 
There is not acosier home on Wilcox street 
than Mrs. Newman’s, and those who enjoyed 
its welcome on Wednesday seemed to be 
happily impressed by the fact. 

o 


Miss Nettie Saunders of Guelph is the guest 
of Miss Shanly. 
admired at the recent ball. 

* 


Several buds will make their debut at Mrs. 
Ferguson’s dance next Thursday evening. 
Eastlawn parties are sure to be enjoyable to 
the newly-fledged belles, as their seniors can 
say from pleasant experience. 

7 


Mr. Ernest Thompson’s grand painting of a 
tragedy in the Pyrenees has been on exhibition 
this week at his home, 86 Howard street. On 
the seven-by-five foot canvas is portrayed a 
most realistic and terrible scene, the death and 
devouring of & poor woodman by a pack of 
ravenous wolves. The painting was conceived 
by Mr. Thomrson after reading an account of 
the tragedy, and was painted in the open air 
and snow-shrouded woods of St. Cloud, in 
bitter winter weather, every detail of the 
awful scene which it was possible to reproduce 
b2ing brought bodily cogether. This extreme 
of realism leito the arrest of the enthusiastic 
artist, the French police believing him to have 
committed a murder on the spot. In spite of 
the gruesome subject one is fascinated by the 
ar‘ist’s masterly treatment and led away from 
the terrible foreground by the pathetic sugges- 
tion of the title, Awaited in Vain, by the 
blue smoke curling from the hearth fire in the 
cottage near by, and by the raised head and 
listening attitude of one of the feasting brutes, 
as he hears the good wife caljing her murdered 
husband to his evening meal. I hope everyone 
who has ou'grown their Red Riding Hood horror 
of wolves will look at this wonderful picture, 
which as the work of a Canadian artist has so 
much to interest his fellow countrymen, and 
has already received the seal of approval of the 
critics of the French salon. The picture will 
be on exhibition at 86 Howard street during the 


coming week. 
* 


Cards are out for an initial dance at the home 
of Mr. and Mrs. Catto on Bloor street east, on 
Thursday of next week. 


St. Andrew's ball will be the next public 
festivity to exercise our dancing people. It 
promises to be a charming affair. 

. 


A universal feeling of regret has pervaded 
the social circles of Toronto at the tidings of 
the sad and untimely death of Mr. Harry M. 
Boddy, which took place last Tuesday evening, 
The fast-developing dramatic talent, the re- 
fined and lovable nature and bright person- 
ality of Mr. Boddy will be missed by Toronto 
people with a sincere and heartfelt sorrow. All 
sympathize with his much-esteemed parents, 
Venerable Archdeacon and Mrs. Boddy, in 
their unlooked-for bereavement, 


Mrs. and Miss Dennistoun of 129 Beverley 
street have gone to Florida for the winter. 


Mrs, James F. and the Misses Dennistoun of 
Castleknock, Peterboro’, have taken up their 
residence at 129 Beverley street for the winter, 


Mr. and Mrs. W. A. Wilcox of Marlborough 


avenue have returned from Hamilton. 
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Miss E. Pauline Johnson, who has been hav- 
ing a busy and wonderfully successful season 


Miss Saunders was much , 











































Chafee, M.A., of Coboconk, cousin of the bride, 


guests, immediate friends and relatives. The 


NIGHT. 


so far, was in town last week, and occupied 
a box at the Grand with Mr. Owen A. 
Smily and Mr. Charlesworth. I hear that Mr. 
Smily and Miss Johnson are to give a dual 
recital in Association Hall on Monday, Novem- 
ber 28, also thata new and wonderful Indian 
dress, the work of various Indian tribes and 
presented by them asa token of their esteem, 
will be worn by the talented poetess-reciter on 
this occasion. 


PARIS KID GLOVE STORE — 


* 
Miss Amanda Reinhardt, of River street, who 
has been visiting friends in Hamilton for some 


time, returned home this week. 
* 


Lieut.-Col. Bog of Picton was in town this 
week. 


Dr. G. O'Reilly of Fergus has been visiting 
his brother, Dr. O'Reilly, of this city. 
* 


The annual conversazione of the College of 
Music is announced for Dacember 8. A most 
enjoyable evening is being arranged by the 
students for the entertainment of their friends 
and a brilliant gathering is expected. 

* 





lovely new goods, and all the latest 
ideas for Evening Dresses, Tea and DinnerGowns Tailor- 
made Costumes. Orders completed on shortest notice. 
R. & G. Corsets, P. D. Correts. 
GLOVES FOR FALL WEAR 

4-bt. Derby, with the new buttons. 4-bt. Chev- 
arette (round seams). 6-bt. length Bianitz, white stitch- 
ing. Swede Gloves a specialty Evening gloves to match 
costumes. See our new Red Undressed Kid Gloves. - 


Wm. Stitt & Co,, 11& 18 King St. Kast 


Mr. and Mrs. Robert Mackay and family, who | iasss tor Evening 


have been residing in the United States fora 
few years, have returned again to this city to 


live. ‘ 


Mr. James P. Watson was presented with a 
handsome arm-chair last Saturday by the em- 
ployees of Messrs. Caldecott, Burton and 
Spence on the eve of his leaving the firm. 

* 


The Hon. J. M. Gibson and the officers of the 
Grand Lodge dedicated the Masonic hall of 
Stanley’Lodge at Toronto Junction last Tues- 
day, when quite a number were present from 
the city. . 


Mr. Catto of Dallas has been the guest of Mr. 
John Catto of Bloor street east. 


Mrs. Gosling of Wellington place has re- 
turned home after spending two months in 
England. 


David Merton, jr., of Hamilton, was in the 
city this week. 


Miss Violet Burns gave a charming young 
ladies luncheon last week in honor of Miss 
Mills of Hamilton. 


The many friends of Mr. R. J. Walker, late 
of Messrs. Wyld, Grasett & Darling, will be 
pleased to hear that he has accepted a much 
more remunerative position with Messrs. S. 
Greenshields, Son & Co., of Montreal, where his 
intimates hope and confidently expect his 
ability will receive still further recognition. 

* 





HEADQUARTERS FOR LAMP GOODS 


PANTECHNETHECA 


Shade Frames, any size or shape, 50c. 


Mrs. Alex. Cameron gave a charming little 
dinner of twelve on Thanksgiving night. Those 
present were: Mrs. Alfred Cameron, Miss 
Richards, the Misses Hugel, Miss Chittach, Dr. 
Macdonouzh, Mr. Martland, Mr. Drake, Mr, 
Edgar and Mr. Stewart. 


Mrs. Charles Clifton Cameron (nee Pechell) 
will receive on Tuesday, Wednesday and Thurs- 
day next at 95 Borden street. 


Mrs. McKinnon of Sherbourne street gives a 
tea this afternoon. 


The French Club passed a pleasant evening 
at the residence of Miss Howson, 16 Brunswick 
avenue, last Saturday. They will meet to- 
night at the residence of Mrs. Beard, 53 Alex- 
ander street. 





ek 
Good 
Investment 


Diamonds purchased at fair prices are less 
liable to depreciation than any other articles 


you can buy. 


This display of our stock during the past 


week has been much admired for excellence 


and intrinsic value. Inspection of stock and 


The Varsity lawn was crowded last Wednes- 
day afternoon with football enthusiasts to 
watch the Rugby match between Trinity and 
University teams, which, as we know, resulted 
in a victory for the latter club. It was a closely 
contested match, and the skilful playing by dif- 
ferent membe1s wasrewarded with many cheers, 
Among those present were: Miss Cayley, Miss 
Hamilton, Mr. Casimir Dickson, Mr. E. S., 
Stanton, Mr. Strathy, Mr. Gordon Mackay, 
Miss T. Mason, Mr. D. McCarthy, Mr. Good- 
willie, a number of the faculty of Trinity, Mr 
and the Misses Sloane, Mr. Mackintosh, Mr. 
Armstrong, Mr. E. Tremayne. Students in- 
numerable with a variety of horns furnished 
startling music intermingled with their melodi- 
ous voices singing out ‘‘’Varsity” and “* Rouge 
et Noir,” to the amusement of the throng of 
spectators, 


our quotations will certainly convince intend- 
ing purchasers that we are offering the 
LARGEST STOCK OF FINE QUALITY 
STONES at the LOWEST PRICES. Xmas 
goods being received daily, it will well repay 
inspection. $10,000.00 WORTH OF STER- 
LING SILVER GOODS NOW IN STOCK. 
Our stock is the largest. QUALITY THE 
BEST and PRICES THE LOWEST. 


















CORRESPONDENCE REQUESTED. 


The J. E. Ellis Co., Ltd. 


Cor. King and Yonge Sts. 


Xmas in England 


CUNARD S. S. LINE 
8.8. AURANIA 
8. 8. BTRURIA 


Past experience teaches the absolute necessity for early 
application for berth accommodation. 
pply immediately to— 


W. A. GEDDES, AGENT 
69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


SOUTHERN  ourRS 


von We Faia sane haan, Rey eels as 
es, Azores, era, ne, Eto. 
Etc., by any route desired, are, oa 


PRINCIPAL TRANS-ATLANTIC LINES 
At Winter Rates 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 8. 8. and Tourist Agency, 72 Yonge St., Toronto. 


HERBERT K. SIMPSON 


PHOTOGRAPHER 


143 Oollege Street - - Toronto 
8np DOOR WEST OF QUEEN 8ST. AVENUE 


FRENCH PANTIN CHINA 
LAMPS wr SHADES 


TO MATCH 


BLUE, YELLOW, CREAM, PINK 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


King Street Bast — TORONTO 


* 

‘Mr. and Mrs. J. Kerr Osborne of Brantford 
are stopping at the Queen’s Hotel. I was glad 
to hear that Mr. Osborne purposes purchasing 
a residence in Toronto. 


Miss May Temple gave a charming tea some | 9: 8- AURANTA................... 
days siace, at which I remarked: Miss Lottie 
Wood in. black velvet with hat to match, Miss 
Ethel Baldwin, the Misses Parsons, Miss 
Trixie Hoskins, in a becoming gown of steel- 
gray ; Miss E. Percy Beatty, Mrs. Temple (nee 
Skae), Mrs. Cameron, Miss Maule, the Misses 
Morphy, Miss Minnie Temple ina pretty brown 
dress, Mrs. Roberts and Miss Baldwin. 

Mr. Orville D. Tait of Belleville College and 
Mr. A. Leslie Davidson of Toronto have re- 
turned from Orillia, where they were the guests 
of Mr. A. Tait. 





A very pleasing event took place in Barrie on 
the eve of November 8, it being the marriage of 
Miss Fiorence, daughter of Mr. D. J. Murchi- 
son, to Mr. C. A. Wilson, all of Barrie, the 
ceremony being performed by Rev. Alex. 








in the presence of between twenty and thirty 


bridesmaid was Miss I. Chafee, cousin of the 
(Continued on Page Eleven.) 
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Old Styles and New. 


HAT is there that is new 

to say about tea-gowns? 

Simply this, that many of 

them, like ordinary dresses, 

have short capes, frills or 

i flounces on the bodice to 

add width to the shoulders, 

Cashmere appears to be coming into favor 

again, and I have noticed a green tea-gown of 

this material, belted at the waist and bordered 

everywhere with brown feather trimming. A 

simpler and prettier gown was of mauve cash- 

mere with many rows of narrow black watered 

ribbon arranged in a Vandyke sort of pattern 

on the lower part of the bodice and sleeves. 

The more elaborate gowns are a mixture of 

silk and velvet with lace adjuncts. One in 

greenish gold Ottoman silk had the inner half 

of the sleeve made of a beautiful, delicate- 

colored embroidery laid over velvet. It opened 

in a V at the neck and had pretty lace trailing 
down the front and a Watteau train. 


I saw lately two or three distinct novelties. 
One was a shoulder wrap to wear at the opera, 
made of concertina-pleated white chiffon, 
ornamented with a chiffon ruche round the 
neck and a short lace cape. Then there are 
some lovely things in neckwear, made of 
chiffon and lace, which appeared to be entirely 
novel in the matter of shape. Nor could I help 
admiring the new gauzes for ball gowns. One 
very pretty net, at a moderate price, was 
daintily embroidered gvith marguerites. 

* 


Never has the great subject of clothes been 
esteemed of such importance as at present. 
The probable revival of the 1830 modes is dis- 
cussed by the fashion writers in the daily and 
weekly papers almost as if it were an affair of 
State. One writer, adopting the tone of a 

» political speaker, talks in the loftiest way to 
“that portion of the community which comes 
under my special influence.” It has always 
seemed to me rather strange that tashion 
chroniclers never find anything to complain of, 
because the bulk of novelties shown to me are 
so startling, so appallingly ugly. The 1830 
dress is as hideous as any dress could be, and 
it isto be hoped that the struggle now going 
on between dress-makers and their customers 
will result in the latter's refusing to adopt it. 


Table decorations are at present all French in 
design, and very graceful, light and elegant are 
the rococo ornaments—all curves and scrolls, 
with not a straight line anywhere—formed of 
orchids, delicate foliage, and light feathery 
grasses. The foundation of these ornaments— 
a thin frame of wicker or wire—is entirely lost 
sight of under its cover of ferns and flowers. 
The large ornaments are accompanied by 
wreaths, scrolls or bows, which are placed 
lightly on the cloth here and there. On one of 
the tables, arranged in a most ingenious man- 
ner on stands, are trees of light and waving 
ferns interspersed with large blooms of the 
loveliest form and color ; and on another kiosks 
built of bloom and foliage, light, airy, elegant, 
and designs of rococo style in which the greens 
and ruddy browns of moss and creeper are 
blended (but never stiffly) with the loveliest 
blossoms. The florist has the true eye of the 
colorist, and does nothing mechanically. The 
art of his decorations seems, in fact, to lie in 
the apparent artlessness of their arrangement. 
Ribbon is used in a lavish manner for table 
adornments just now, but you rarely or never 
see iton posies. The latter are made of flowers 
and foliage only. Some charming bouquets 
worn at a recent wedding were made of Neapo- 
litan violets, with showers of the same flowers 
falling from the holders. I must not omit to 
say that the most fashionable dinner tables are 
at present dressed with foliaye and white or 
colored chrysanthemums, Tome these autumn 
tables are far lovelier than those of any other 


season. 
* 


There are some amazing novelties in outdoor 
clothes, the most striking thing being, perhaps, 
a short-waisted long cloak in fawn bengaline 
cloth lined with crimson watered silk—the 
interior of all elaborate outdoor wraps is in- 
variably made of richer stuff than the outside 
—embroidered with gold on the yoke and 
lower half of the sleeves, and trimmed across 
the bust and round the bottom with bands 
of sealskin. There are fur hats and bonnets 
to accompany cloaks, and an apotheosis of the 
1830 poke is in sealskin trimmed with brown 
ribbon, and having a waving feather at one 
side. It has been designed to wear with a seal- 
skin coat of the same period of three-quarter 
length, with a full skirt and tremendous 
sleeves. Every attempt is being made to revive 
purple, and though it is not popular yet 
it is almost sure to be in the spring. I 
saw a very handsome cloth coatin the shade 
known as bishop's purple, with collar and 
large full lapels of velvet the same shade, 
the lining being a purple and biack silk. 
Muffs are to be immense this winter. A 
“granny” muff made to match a boa was of 
sable adorned with three sables’ heads. A 
most luxurious traveling cloak was in myrtle- 
green cloth arranged in two box pleats at the 
back and trimmed with a deep rolled collar of 
black mongolian. It was faced with the same 
fur, and opened over a tan cloth waistcoat 
trimmed with royal blue velvet applied in a 
kind of scroll pattern, the design being out- 
lined with narrow silver braid. 


Here is a delightful bonnet, presumably of 
the 1830 period, in buff-colored felt, trimmed 
with black ribbon and two black plumes. It is 
lined with emerald velvet and its becoming 
shape renders it exactly suitable for sweet 
twenty one. Onecan imagine to what an ex- 
tent it would set off the charms of a sweet 
young face. Indeed, the wearer of such a bon- 
net would be quite irresistible, La Mops. 





Our New Churches. 


What do you think of them? Magnificent, 
grand, fine; their beauty pleases the eye, 
attracts your attention, and distracts your 
mind. There has been a bran new church 
dedicated near by us; nothing made over, 
spick, span, new, the nicest of nice stained 
glass windows. A lady remarked while we 
were gazing at them, “Take them out and 
what would there be left?” She was looking 
down and I was looking up, and I thought 



































there would be plenty left, for the ceiling 
seemed to be a mass of massive rafters. The 
building had the usual cupola on top and 
mortgage at the bottom. 

Now, I wonder if we are in accord with this 
sort of church building? The majority must 
be or it would not be done. I like nice 
churches as well as anyone, but I am not in 
accord with building anything that should be 
so sacred as a church, with any weight like a 
mortgage that would keep it from getting very 
near heaven. And it generally has the same 
effect on the members and adherents—it has a 
tendency with them to make them of the 
earth, earthy. All churches should be free of 
debt before they are dedicated to God; and I 
don’t believe they are dedicated to God unless 
they are free of encumbrance, I believe the 
devil holds first mortgage; yes, and second 
mortgage if there is one, and he generally 
for: loses every time the church board has a 
Mee. Og. 

I wish ali places of worship were built within 
the means at command, and if more funds came 
afterward let there be additions and improve- 
ments as much and as beautiful as you can 
buy. : Even if you can get money borrowed on 
a ninety nine years’ lease or mortgage, or what- 
ever term may be used, from Edinburg or 
Edinboro’, with the Scotch accent, or from 
England with the Hinglish H, they want their 
interest just the same, I don’t like to see 
Christianity getting into debt with the world 
the way it is doing these days. Liz. 


Our 
Diamond 
Corner 


is a great convenience both 
to our patrons and our- 
selves We do not mean 
by this “‘a corner IN dia- 
monds,” although to see 
our stock you would im- 
agine that too—but a cor- 
ner FOR diamonds. It is 
a little alcove where, with 
a perfect light, seated in an 
easy chair, curtained off 
from all beholders, intend- 
ing purchasers may ex- 
amine our stock and make 
selection at leisure. 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


TALK of ladies’ underwear 

at this time of the year is 
of the heavier goods. Our stocks 
of cotton underwear will, as usua', 
be found to embrace the most de- 
sirable goods, but the more gen- 
eral call is for heavier goods and 


of these we talk. 

gee - navy, brown, garnet, black with frill, 75: , 

Heavy cloth skirt, with frill, fine goods, $1 75, $3. 

Shot eilk ekirte, garnet, grey, lined with flannel, $3. 

Silk skirts, nice colors, with frill, flannel lined, $6, $7 50. 

Skirts, fancy stri satin, lined, $6.50, $7.50. 

Knitted skirte, fancy striped, 6500., 650., 750, $1, $1.15, 
$1.25, $1.50. 

And right here we mention a 
special line of knitted skirts at 65c.; 
great value. We may suggest 
flannel and flannelette gowns for 
ladies and children as something 
wanting. 

Out-of-town shoppers should 
drop postcard for “Canadian Shop- 
pers’ Hand Book,” 80 pages, which 
contains an illustrated chapter on 


ladies’ underwear and corsets. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. oor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 
Street West. 

































“A perfeet fit at moderate cost.’ 


FRENCH and 
AMERICAN 


SLIPPERS 


Latest original de- 
signs, in Suede or 
Satin and in colors 
to match any gown. 
"Phone 2333 


J. D. KING & CO., 79 King St. E. 
PARLORS FOR VAPOR BATHS 


Oil Baths, Electricity, Face and General Massage 
224 Sherbourne Street 


AMERICAN FAIR 


191 and 334 Yonge St. 
TORONTO 






It’s not always satisfac. 
tory to make such selection 
benéath the gaze of the 
curious, but now, in com- 
parative seclusion, Dia- 
mond, Engagement and 
Wedding Presents may be 
selected with impunity and 
in comfort. | 


yrie 








Remember Three 


.. Things. . ve 
“ate Bros. Thanksgiving is over. This 


imeans that Christmas, too, will 


soon be here, but it means much 


more than this. It means that every day from now on to 
that greatest event of the year both our stores will be 
filled with the finest goods at the most astonishingly close 
prices. To see read the following quotations: 
Copper-bottom tea-kettles, No. 9, 50c.; No. 8, 49c ; splen- 
did, well made copper bottom No. 8 boiler, 92c., regular 
price $175. Elegantly painted and gold banded, stron,iy 
made coal scuttles, medium size, 193 ; large, 240.; large, 
with funnel, 330. Stove boards, 3ic : 
The Comet flour sifter, only 140. Mrs. Potte’ best pol- 
ished irons, 69c. 
nia "s best tubs, three sizes, 55c., 640. and 74c., worth 


We carry the largest 


stock in Canada. JEWELERS 


We guarantee all goods Cor. Yonge and 
as represented. ‘ Adelaide Streets 





A KEG OF OUR PORTER 


IS BETTER THAN 
> g1se :A BARREL OF DRUGS 
: : Spadina Brewery 





A KEG: : ' 
errs eS Kensington Avenue. te eee haha ile. Waki; ‘ap te Ox fen every 
large one. : 
Teddy's celebrated matches, 10c. per box; parlor, 2c, 3 

5c. 
2 coe corny wae Oanadian or Royal Dominion clothes wringer, 


fully warranted, only $2.69 ; — ae a best 
corn), 150 ; 6 doz clothes pins, 5c. 
ns a 100. per cake; Fatherland boxes, 3 


cakes 10c.; Gem bouquet, 5c.; Castile, 4c. cake; Wolfe's 
acme shoe polish, 190. 


UEBE 
Sixty hours from New York, THURSDAYS 
Finely cloth bound books of the works of all the great 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE ENGAGEMENT RING THAT WAS pen , 
was a busy time with John Crane, and a 
out when the new consideration of Pollie 
Jeaters’ future had to be faced he felt as thouga 
all he had to do before leaving for America 
could not be accomplished in the time. Noth- 
ing was to be gained by delay. The documents 
in connection with the loan from Wrighton 
& Fry on the Viaduct and the deed of partner- 
ship between himself and Ben Sherwin could 
be got ready within a week ; his own prepara- 
tions for the voyage could be completed at the 
same time, so there was nothing to prevent his 

leaving England in ten days. 

He was going to New York first, and there 
he was to find out the best way of reaching 
Vera Pax, a place of which he could learn little 
or nothing. He bad ascertained that such a 
place existed, but no une seemed to know any- 
thing of it. If it had been a seaport he could 
have found out all that was to be known of it, 
but it lay inland somewhere in the neighbor- 
hood of the Yucatan peninsula. At one time 
it bore to him the appearance of a district, at 
another the appearance of a town, and then of 
a district and a town in one. Even its very 
name did not always scem the same. His 
memory of his uncle's letter made the place 
Vera Pax; he found no Vera Pax on several 
maps he consulted. On one he discovered Vera 
Paz, and another had Santa Pax, which looked 
an impossible kind of name for any place or 
thing, except the nominator was a joker ora 
lunatic. f 

The news of bis uncle's death, and the intelli- 
gence that Arthur Stebbing left all he died 
worth to John Crane, his nephew, had come 
from one George Pounder Crook, of whom 
Crane had never heard in all his life before. 
Crook, who seemed to have been a friend of the 
dead man’s, wrote evidently in the belief that 
uucle and nephew had corresponded, and that 
Crane knew all about the old man and his af- 
fairs ; instead of which, Crane had received no 
letter for three years, and knew only what his 
uncle’s letter of three years back had told him. 

Crook’s letter had the brevity of a telegram. 
It was written at San Salvador. It told the 

oung man that the writer was on his way to 
hanghai. The part of interest to Crane ran: 

* If you have not heard the melancholy news 
already, you will be shocked to know that your 
uncle Arthur passed away last Friday week in 
Vera Paz. Ihave often heard him say that 
everything he possessed was to go to you. 
Owing tothe condition of this unhappy place 
you can do nothing towards establishing your 
rights or getting possession of the property 
unless you are on the spot, so that you will 
have to come here, and the sooner you set out 
the better.” 

Crane was not daunted or discouraged by the 
difficulties in front of him. His resolute and 
confident nature did not care for easy things. 
He did not seek obstacles for the mere pleasure 
of overcoming them, but when the obstruction 
was worth overcoming he merely pulled him- 
self together and began the assault. He had 
no promptings towards adventure, but having 
made up his mind that it was good to go on, 
and that it was possible to go on, he wouid go 
on so long as he continued undisabled. His 
uncle had left him sowe property or money, or 
both. He wanted money to develop his busi- 
ness with a view to marrying Edith Orr, and 
he would go to Vera Paz or anywhere else that 
man could go for money. He was young, in- 
telligent, and insound health. Nothing short 
of a physical bar should stay him. No doubt the 
journey and the experience would interest him, 
but such considerations were by the way, and 
had no influence in determining him to set out 
on the expedition. 

The unexpected discovery of Pollie Jeaters 
(or as she wished to be known for the future, 
Fannie Blackwood) in her deplorable condition 
introduced new matter into his consideration 
and arrangements. Fortunately he could pro- 
vide the best of all asylums forher. Where 
could a poor wrecked being find safer haven and 
more kindly hands of succor in distress than at 
Muscovy place, with kindly, sympathetic Mrs. 
Orr, and her beautiful daughter, whose full 
spirit had the calm of sunny hills, 

Untii the evening that Crane proposed to 
Edith Orr there had never been a word of the 
private life of either between them. Since 
then they had so many matters of the present 
and future to discuss that Pollie Jeaters’ name 
had not been mentioned by Crane. He was 
giad of the fact now, for if Pollie desired to be 
called no longer by eitherof her old names, it 
would be just as well Edith had never heard of 
her by either. 

The morning after his meeting with Pollie at 
Mrs. Natchbrook’s, he told Edith of the cousin 


° 
care of you and show you the way.” 

**My cousin is in a low and wretched condi- 
tion, as you =v imagine. She has no look of 
the pretty girl I once remember her—and she 
was down-right pretty once. She is very young 
to be done with her life. There never was a 
child, and I don’t see what she has to look for- 
ward to.” 

‘* What was she before she married?” said 
i girl, looking with calm steadfast eyes at 

m, 

**In a draper’s or milliner’s at Hoxton. It is 
most unfortunate that Irhould be going away 
just now. I have time to make no arrange- 
ment about her.” 

**Let her come to us—to mother and me at 
Muscovy place.” 

“I did think of that. I came over this morn- 
ing with the intention of asking you if you 
would take her. If she might stay with you I 
should go away perfectly at rest about her. 
She is only my cousin I know, but then she is 
my only living relative now, and if she has 
been cast off by her husband there is no one 
else for her to look to but me,” 

‘Why do you take such trouble to convince 
me? I do not need convincing, Jack. I was 
convinced the moment I heard her history,” 
said the girl quietly. 

‘I know that. Iam not trying to convince 
you. Iam only talking my mind aloud. You 
see, when my uncle died and left me all and 
her nothing, he made his will in the belief I 
was not well off, and that she had married a 
rich man. Whether her husband was, or is 


| rich, does not matter now, for she says she will 


never even listen to his name again. It is not 
likely she would take an allowance from a man 
whose name she will not bear. If my uncle had 
only lived to know of her misfortunes, it is 
certain he would have done something hand- 
some for her—leave her half, or more than half. 
I shall take care that she will be no worse off 
than if he had lived to hear of her misery.” 

‘** Yes, Jack,” said the girl on his arm, “I 
would have said something of this kind to you, 
but I knew I need not. I knew you wouid think 
of all lcould think of. You are not so much 
speaking your thoughts aloud as giving words 
to mine.” 

* Yes, dear, for you are my heart, and speak- 
ing to youis only putting my mind into words 
for my heart to listen to. This is the way 
sweethearts ought to be.” 

“* We go this way,” said the girl, leading the 
way to the right. 

It was a quiet street ; not a soul was in view. 
A covered van stood at a door a little way down 
the street, but the driver was pot with it. 

When the two lovers got between the van 
and the door, Crane put his arm softly round 
the girl’s neck and drew her head towards him 
whispering as he kissed her: **My darling, I 
always knew you were my heart, but you are 
growing to be my spirit, my body, myself.” He 
kissed her again. 

*“Not so loud, sonny; not so loud. You'll 
frighten my horse,” said a voice. 

Edith and Crane started and turned round, 
and saw a huge form coming from the doorway 
in front of which the van was drawn up. The 
man had a large basket of dust and charred 
rubbish on his back. 

Edith and Crane laughed in confusion. The 
man winked and nodded knowingly, saying : 
**I won’t tell ma if you don’t tell of the blessed 
authorities. You didn’t expect to find me 
here, and I didn’t expect to find ee or anyone 
else here. Young man, you reall right. You 
got what you wanted down here. Well, I’m 
trying to earn a dollar. I'm sweeping and 
cleaning up thisold barracks. It’s against rules, 
but I was going to heave this basket of rubbish 
in the river. It’s only burnt paper and rags, 
and if you don’t tell on me I won't tell on you, 
and my name is Digby, and I'm an honorable 
man. 

** Very good,” said Crane. ‘‘It’sabargain. I 
won't teil.” They had been walking down the 
quiet street behind Digby. At the end of the 
street rose arailing, and to the left lay a para- 
pet, and at the other side of the parapet the 
Thames, 

Digby rested his basket on the parapet and 
flung the charred contents into the river. 

‘*What is that large building out of which 
the man with the basket came?” asked Crane. 

*Oh, that’s the St. Vincent Hotel. You 
know it was a failure and has been shut up for 

ears, 

, “I think I remember reading something 
about it,” said he, glancing over the parapet at 
the mass of floating charred paper and rags in 
the water. 

He looked up and down Museum terrace. 
There was nota soulin view. ‘ By the way,” 
said Crane, ‘'I have made something for you. 
Take off your glove—the giove of your left 



































































than take me to Furham or Verdon.” 

** But, my dear,” said he gently, “you would 
be with friends, and you need be afraid of no 
one there.” 

“At Verdon or Furham my enemies would 
kill me slowly, surely, cruelly.” 

‘* Your enemies, dear! They could not get at 
you. Ishould leave you in safe and-most trust- 
worthy hands,” said Crane, with a secret glance 
at Edith. 

** Not all the soldiers of the Queen could save 
me from the enemies I have in Verdon and 
Furham, Can you or anyone else protect a 
woman from the memories of a lost love?” 

“You shall not go there if you do not like, | 
my dear,” said Crane very tenderly. ‘‘ You 
shall stay here or you shall come to my place 
at this side of the river, or you shall go to some 
other district if you prefer it.” > 

‘*I wish,” Pollie said, falling back exhausted, 
**I could go beyond all, for I have gone beyond 
all. My life is over. My love has left me. My 
life is dead.” 

“ Jack has told me all,” said Edith, speaking 
for the first time, ‘except what you do not 
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again—love least of all. ButIdo not wish to 
speak of this now. I do not wish to speak of 
it any more, It is good of youto come to me, 
forlam a r spent thing. You are at the 
beginning of life, and I am at the end of it.” 

** The end of life! Oh, no! Why, you are no 
older than myself. You will live many 4 year 

et.” 

. **T have no child, and the man who took me 
in his arms for love's sake has pushed me from 
him. He does not want me any longer. He is 
tired of me. He may love another. I do not 
care about that. You love your sweetheart 
and he loves you. He is with you in your 
nature, like your marrow or your soul, or the 
blood of your heart. That is the way I loved 
him anyway. Do you love less?” 

**“No,” whispered Edith, pressing the hand 
she held, and blinded with her tears. 

‘Very well. If you love until love is all the 
world, and your love is all you, and then your 
love goes from you, what business have you 
with life? What is the good of walking up 
and down through life hungry for love, empty | Jack?” 
for love? I talk to you, for you are a woman in ‘“* What?” 
love and know what I say; or you are no woman i Sheets to me,” and with a low laugh 
and worthy of no inan’s love. I have no intel- | she shook her head at him and tripped about 
lect, I know. I have no breeding, I know. I | the great, grimy ferryboat. 
have no arts or manners or accomplishments. As the boat moved away from the shore a 
I have nothing but the power to love, and some | man came towards her and raised his hat, say- 
few good looks to draw eyes to me. I was | ing, ‘ How fortunate I am to meet Miss Orr.” 
weak in all things, but in love I seemed ‘“*Oh, Mr. Fancourt, you startled me,” said 
stronger than anything only human could | she, with a sudden loss of her good spirits and 

in love I seemed stronger than all | serenity. 
things put together. I did believe that by some ‘“‘Tam on my way,” said he airily, ‘‘to take 
mysterious power of my love (the way of which | up my new lodgings at 8 Muscovy place.” 
1 do not know), my love could draw him to me (To be Continued.) 
from the other end of the earth, could put life ; 
back into him if he were dead. And yet when . 
he tired of me he walked away from me, like His Appearance Deceived. 
any other man. Edith Orr, pray night and day ‘* Speaking of hunting,” said a hunter, ‘‘ re- 
that the man you love may never walk away | minds me of a little fun I had some four or five 
from you and leave you empty.” years ago. 

**Oh, he could not,” said Edith Orr. “I ** Three of us, more or less sportsmen and all 
should hold him back. I should beg him on | jolly fellows, were stopping at a small place on 
my knees to stay with me.” the eastern shore of Lake St. Clair. It was in 

**A man,” said the voice from the bed, ‘‘can | November, and the ducks were pretty thick, 
walk away if every step he took drew your | We did some great shooting, I can tell you. 
heart's blood from you, I know it. Men are “One daythe landlord announced that a 
not like women. o woman who can love at | nephew of his, a young man just over from 
all can love twite. My head isreeling. Ican| England, was coming up for a few weeks’ 
see no daylight now. Is the sun gone out? | sport, and he guessed we’d find him pretty near 
Or am I in the dim darkness of that hall again? | a dandy on the shoot. 

I hear the water in my ears. The water of the ** Well, pretty soon the young fellow arrived, 
hateful Thames. The pit lies before me, and | and our first glimpse of him decided every- 
something moves me towards it from behind. | thing. The boys said they didn’t believe he 
Frank, save me!” had ever seen a wild duck, much less shot 

She had fainted. one. 

Crane stole out of the room and sent Mrs. ‘“*“He was one of your swell hunters, all 
Natchbrook upstairs. In half an hour that good | togged out in corduroy jacket and high top 
woman came down saying Mrs, Blackwood had | boots, with one of those patent reversible fore- 
come to herself, and appeared more reasonable | and-aft caps and a pair of eye-glasses astride 
and natural than at any time since she first | his nose. He showed us his gun, a double- 
found shelter under that roof, barreled pistol grip thing, and blowed a pile 

**She asked your young lady to kiss her and | on its fine qualities and at the wonderful ¢ xe- 
forget what she had said, and it was beautiful | cution he could do with it. ‘It came from 
to see the two of them like most loving sisters | England, ye know.’ 
after one coming back from foreign parts, a ** Would he go after ducks with us in the 
place they tell me you're going, sir, among the | morning? Oh, yaas, he fancied he would, 
niggers, sir, and them that ought to be niggers, | though it wouldn’t be much sport , he was ac- 
if ali kept to their own, and didn’t take the | customed to shooting woodcock, and ducks 
daughters of others to rival them,” said Mrs. | flew so beastly slow. 

Natchbrook, with a distracting wealth of con- ** Well, we fixed things up among ourselves 
fusion. that night. We picked out some of our oldest 

While Crane was waiting for Edith to ex- | decoys and anchored them out ina bayou a 

lain the difficulty he found himself in about | short distance from the shore, then turned in 

annie, and after some resistance on the gener- | for the night. 
ous woman's part, they came to a business ar- “Our friend was up bright and early next 
rangement, by which Pollie was to be provided | morning and was anxious to show his skill. 
with clothes and food and lodgings, ail of the | We esome excuse about not being quite 
good woman’s providing, unti! his return from ' ready, but told him that if he would go over to 
among the haunts of the heathen savages of , yonder bayou he might get a shot before break- 
Central America. ast. He put off with much splashing of 


When Edith appeared she promised to call | Paddles and great show of caution and was 


next day to see the patient again, and then the | 300n out of sight in the reeds. — him 


k their } , havi time to reach our decoys, we followed and soon 
at Gesieee a a heard the sharp bang! bang! of his gun. Be- 


“That was a terrible scene,” said Crane, as | fore we could reach him we heard another 
they walked towards his place in North Fur- | @0ouble report. Exploding with laughter at 
ham. ‘‘It would make many a woman on | °2F 8uccess we hastened to the spot.” 
whose finger the engagement ring was not yet | ‘Did he fill the decoys with lead? 
warm wonder whether she had not better fling No! Say, he had bagged four as pretty 
it into the Thames.” canvas-backs as you ever saw.”—Detroit Free 

“It might have such an effect on a woman | 788. 
who did not very well know her own mind or 
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he had not seen or heard of for years, and of hand.” 
the deplorable condition and circumstances in She did as she was told. 
which he had found her. ‘The unhappy! pn the third finger of her hand he slipped a 
woman,” said he, “does not wish ever agaio | iain gold ring with a gold shield, and on the 
to be reminded of her life before her marriage, shield the words: “This woman keeps my 
or of her married life, and she has begged me heart. Jobn Crane.” 
never again to call her by her maiden name, or She read what was on it, and her eyes filled 
by that of the man whol am sure treated her | wiih tears. ‘“‘ You are what my mother called 
too shamefully for words to say. She wishes you,” she said 
to be known as Fanny Blackwood, the name of | ~ « What was that?” 
one of her family long ago.” a “My man.” 

“Of course,” said Edith gravely, ‘if Lever To hide her happy tears from him she turned 
meet her I shall know heras Fannie Blackwood, her eyes once more upon the waters. 
and I shall be acquainted with no more of her The ashes of Pollie Steobing’s wedding dress 
story than she cares to tell me.” had disappeared 

“ Then,” said he, “if you will put on your hat P 
we shall go see her at once. I told her about CHAPTER XXX. 

THK WEDDING RING THAT WAS DROSS, 


you and she is anxious to make your acquaunt- 
ance.” 
Edith ran out of the shop, upstairs, and came When Edith and Crane reached Mrs, Natch- 
back in a few minutes ready for walking. brook’s they found that good woman wearing a 
“* By the way,” said Crane to Mrs. Orr, before | long and woeful face, The young lady, who 
they set out, ‘‘has your lodger come back | now gave the name of Fannie instead of Pollie 
since?” was not as well as before the gentleman called 
‘* No,” said the mother, ‘‘and somehow I feel | yesterday. No doubt the excitement of the 
he won't come now. Perhaps he heard that | gentleman’s visit bad been too much for the 
his portmanteau burst open and we found the | poor broken-hearted child. 
rope for the robbery.” Oh yes, the lady and gentleman could see 
*I don’t think it is likely he heard that,” said | Mre. Blackwood (she had now given her other 
Crane. ‘“‘I did not tell anyone of it, or go to | name), but it was doubtful if any good could 
the police. You see we had nothing but our | come of the interview, for the poor afflicted 
suspicions, and it is very dangerous to act on | creature could hardly be induced to utter a 
mere suspicion. If he comes you must say that | word, 
he can’t have the rooms. Then let him take When the two visitors were shown into the 
his legal remedy if he chooses.” room where the patient lay, they found her in 
**Oh, he’s sure to come orsend. He is not | her old position, on her back, with her eyes 
going to make us a present of his watch as well | fixed on the blank ceiling. She merely moved 
as the portmanteau. What I meant by his not | her eyes on their entrance, and then ounce more 
coming was that he will not claim the lodg- | returned to her stare at the ceiling. 
ings.” **T have brought Edith with me to see you, 
“*If he does, whether I am here or not, you | Fannie, dear. [ told you of Edith Orr, whom I 
must refuse to lethim in. From what I saw/|am going to marry whenI come back. She 
of him he does not look like aman likely to | and fer mother will take care of you while I am 
have honest business in this place. He looks | away.” 
to me too much of a fopfor Furham. The idith had sat down by the head of the bed 
clerks in the Arsenal would no more think of | and taken the sick woman's hand in her own, 


the mind of her own man,” said Edith soberly, 
**T am not in doubt of either.” 

** All misfortunes in love come of wrong esti- 
mates of one a: other,” said Crane, 

** All,” said she. 

“If I were not absolutely sure of myself, 
Edie, 1 never would have spoken to you.” 

“ And,” said she, “‘if there was any flattery 
in the way you spoke to me I should not have 
been sure of our happiness. I remember seeing 
somewhere that when unwise a come to 
London to seek their fortunes they take rooms 
on the first floor; they end in the garret. The 
wise people begin in the garret and end on the 
first floor. You began with the prose Jack ; 
but it was the fine simple prose of a man who 
wen pas afraid of himself or in doubt of him- 
se 

** Do you know what 5 ou are doing now, Edie?” 

* What?” 

** Making love to me.” 

‘“‘I dare say,” said she with a bright smile, 
‘** As you do not begin I must lead the way. 
—_ is not all rain any more than it is all sun- 
shine.” 

“All life is love,” said she, ‘* where life is 
worthy.” 

When they reached Water Lane, Ben Sher- 
win was very indignant that in the absence of 
any warning of their coming he should be 
found unshaven, wearing his apron and with 
greasy and blackened hands. ‘ Honest toil,” 
said he, “is a fine thing to write about, but I 
don’t think anyone bothers much to praise 
honest dirt. ‘The horny-handed son is, no 
doubt, a worthy fellow, but even ina circus [ 
don’t think anyone ever tried to get applause 
out of the b -handed, fish-oil fist of the 
watchmaker.” 

Crane put Edith aboard the great ferryboat, 
and, as he was bidding her good-bye, said, 
“Now Iam going to plunge into the full tide 
of my preparations for going, dear. You are 
not likely to see too much of me between this 
and the timé I start. I hope you will not come 
to think whea I return that you see too much 


































The Tragic Fate of Eloping Lovers 


‘* The most pathetic scene I ever witnessed,” 
said Judge R. L. Cawthorn of Texas, ‘was a 
third ofa eoubers ago, but itis as plain to my 
eyes to-day as it was then. We had been 
bothered by horse thieves down on the frontier 
and you know what that means in a wild 
country. A crowd of us started out after the 
scoundrels, and just before we reached the Rio 
Grandé we saw two horsemen offto the left, 
who acted suspiciously. After them we went, 
and it was a pretty race for a while till they 
disappeared behind a clump of trees. 
We had shot to stop them, and when 
we ot in sight again we found that 
one horse had been shot, and they had 
deserted him, while both were riding the other. 
They were evidently Mexicans—a man and a 
boy—and the man showed fight, turning and 
firing at us, finally hitting our deputy sheriff. 
We gained on them rapidly, and puseouly a 
well directed fire sent them all in a heap, 

‘When we reached them the ‘boy’ was 
Snecting in front of the dying Mexican, sdb- 
bing and moaning as if her heart would break, 
while her hair, which had fallen from her cap, 
fell below her waist. It was a case of elope- 
ment, and they had taken us for her father’s 
servants, while we had been equally stupid and 
had taken them for horse thieves. hen he 
began to gasp she drew a little pearl-handled 
revolver, and before anyone could think of 
stopping her, pinesd the muzzle under her ear 
and fell into h arms, acorpse. No, we never 
heard who they were. We buried them and 
went after the borse thieves,” 


He Chose His Weapon. 


The officials of a country police court were 
startled one day to seea man walk into the 
court with an enormous axe over his shoulder. 
He feared flercely around him, as if he expected 
to attacked, Ultimately the clerk of the 
court ventured to ask him why he was armed 
with so formidable a weapon. The man replied 
that his summons told him to be provided with 





taking lodgings in Muscovy place than of going ** Yes,” said a thin, weak, husky voice from 
to sea before the mast. Edward Fancourt, take 
my word for it, is hereaboute for no good to 
this neighborhood.” 

The day was fine, and Edith suggested that 
for a change Crane and she should walk to 
Verdon and take the free steam ferry to the 
Isle of Dogs. The steam ferry at the Isle of 
Dogs is a diminutive river boat which takes 

ssengers alone, Itis no more like the Fur- 
nee ferry, with huge upper deck capable of ac- 
commodating the horses, men, guns, limbers, 
caissons and tumbrels ofa battery of artillery, 
and lower deck with room for a battalion of in- 
fantry, than a gazelle is like an elephant. 

** T never went across the river by the Verdon 
ferry,” said Crane, “and Iam not sure that I 
know where it ie.” 

“ Oh, I’ve been across it,” saidshe. “I'll take 


the bed, 

** And to-day, or the first day you are strong 
enough to be moved, you wiil be brought to 
Edith and her mother’s place at the other side 
of the water.” 

‘* Where?” said the prostrate woman, remov- 
ing her eyes from the ceiling and looking at her 
visitors with the first gleam of interest, 

** Muscovy place, Furham,” 

“ Near Verdon?” said Pollie, raising herself 
slowly on her elbow and glancing from one to 
_ other with round, wide-open eyes of 

orror. 


“ ” 


Ss. 

She sat up fully, and with one hand brushing 
the hair out of her eyes stretched out the other 
towards them and whispered: “ I'd rather you 
put me back in the river where they found me 






of me then. Anyway, acting on your principle 
of beginning in the pam and opening love 
with prose, you and I are going to have our 
first separation before 

“Our first and ar said she, with a smile. 

“ Ay,” he said slowly. He had not recovered 
from the effect of poor Pollie’s words. “Iam 
not, as you know, an heroic soul, But I think 
I deserve credit for one thing—for one great 
plece of courage.” 

“ What is that?” 

“Tam not likely to be tempted to wander in 
my mind while lam away. Iam not the kind 
of man that women make love to. I am not 
Feed locking and I fear I am a trifle heavy. 
Don’t you t ink Iam doing a very heroic thing 
in leaving you behind me {” 

“Do you know what you are doing now, 


the means of defence, and he considered that 
an axe would do for that purpose, 


He Was the Man. 
Ricketts—-Who are you sneezing at? 
Skidds (with re ed sternutatory parox- 
ysms)—At choo! at choo! 
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CHOCOLAT MENIER 


Annual Sales Exceed 338 MILLION iLBS. 


ALFRED CHOUILLOU, MOCITREAL. 
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The Soap is PERFECTLY PURE and ABSOLUTELY NEUTRAL. 
JUVENIA SOAP is entirely frea from any colouring matter, and contains about 


From careful analysis and a thorough investi- 












A Happy Escape. 
Little Johnny—I’m glad it isn’t a girl. 
Fond Mamma— Why, dear? 
Little Johnny—’Cause I wouldn’t like to grow 
=e into a woman an’ have to watch a li'tle toy 
e me. 








A Lightning Change Artist. 

Helen Hyler—But I don’t see how you could 
stay in love with a man long enough to marry 
him. Didn’t you ever change your mind after 
you accepted Charley ? 

Mrs. Lovey—Mercy, yes! I changed it four 
oo while we were walking up the church 
aisle. 
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Ease and Comfort 





ITH poor soaps and old fashioned ways 
of washing, it is cruel and hard upon 
women of advancing years to attempt 
laundry work. But with the world- 
famed, labor-saving 


Sunlight Soap, 


Anybody can do a Wash with com- 
parative ease by following the simple directions 


With “SUNLIGHT” there's no bard 
rubping, sore knuckles, hot steam, or tired 
bucks. A trial will astonish you. 


° lipase 
Works: Pt.Suanlight Lever Bros., Limited 
Near Birkenhead Toronto 





GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


EPPS’S COCOA 


BREAKFAST. 

“ By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which 
govern the operations of digestion and nutrition. and by a 
careful speteatite of the fine peeenhee well-selected 
Cocoa, Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast tables with a 
delicately flavored beverage which may save us many 
heavy doctors’ bills. It ie by the judicious use of such 
articles of diet that a constitutiun may be gradually 
built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to 
disease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floa around 
us ready to attack wherever there isa weak point. We 
may escape many a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well 
fortified with pure blood and a properly nourished frame. 
— Civil Service Gazette. 

Made simply with boiling water or milk. Sold only im 
packets, * Grocers, labelled thus : 

JAMES EPPS & CO. Hemeopathic Chemists, 
Londen, England, 


In cases of Diphtheria, 
Fever, Smallpox, or any 
infectious disease in the 
neighborhood, Dunn’s Fruit 
Saline should be freely used 
by the household. It keeps 
you in health, cleanses the 
throat, and greatly dimin- 
ishes the chances of infec- 
tion, It is prepared from 
the saline. constituents of 
fruit with the purest soda 
and potash, is delightfully 
refreshing, and can be taken 
at all times as a_health- 
giving, cooling beverage. 


Sold by Chemists everywhere. 
W. G. Dunn & Co.:; Works—Croydon, England, 
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° Mat’s Husband. 


She doubtless had a woman’s reason for mar- 
rying him, That kind of reason may not sat- 
isfy other people, but it is invariably sufficient 
for the feminine reasoner. 

. Sam Toms was what is called ‘‘ wuthless” by 
‘his Texan neighbors, Old Bill Bunn, his father- 
in-law, himself not a very energetic or useful 
citizen, used to sit on the steps at the cross- 
roads store end publicly bewail his sad lot in 
having Sam for a member of his family. Bill 
had a dramatic style of delivery that was very 
fetching, and invariably impressed strangers 
as being very much in earnest. 

He would sit on the steps, silently chewing 
an enormous mouthful of tobacco and appar- 
ently listening to the conversation of his co- 
loafers. If Sam’s name was mentioned, he 
would give vent to four or five little falsetto 
squeaks, which found egress through his nose ; 
then he would draw in a long breath, puff out 
his fat cheeks, purse his mouth, and give a 





Prompt-Safe-Certain 


The delicate sugar -coating of 
AYER’S Pills dissolves immedi. 
ately, on reaching the stomach, and 
permits the full strength of the 
ingredients to be speedily assimi- 
lated; hence, every dose is ef- 
fective. AYER’S Pills are the 
most popular, safe, and useful aperient in pharmacy. 
They have no equal as a cathartic, stomachic, or anti- 
bilious medicine. Physicians everywhere recommend 
them for the relief and cure of constipation, dyspep- 
sia, biliousness, sick headache, loss of appetite, colds, 
chills, fevers, and rheumatism. They are carefully 
put up both in vials and boxes, for home use and export. 


Constipation 
Dyspepsia 
Biliousness 
Headache 






Rapidly 
Dissolve 


Speedily 





heavy, whistling sigh; this would be followed 
bya liege quantity of tobacco juice, carefully 
aimed at some object in the vicinity. These 
ep marge accomplished, Bill would rise to 

is feet, thrust one fat, dirty hand into his 
shirt front, wave the other in a sweeping ges- 
ture as he lowered his eyes and rolled his head 
sadly from side to side, and deliver himself pro- 
foundly, after the following fashion : 

‘““Ah—hum! That Sam Toms is th’ laziest, 
mos’ shif'less, o'’nery, triflin’ cuss I ever seed— 
an’ yere I’ve done got ’im f'r a son-'n-lawr. 
Hu-Seebus !” Another whistling sigh would 
close this peroration, and old Bill would resume 
his seat, still shaking his head sorrowfully. 

And Bill was more than half right. Nomin- 
ally, Sam was a cowboy ; but most of the time 
he would tell you he was ‘‘jes’ layin’ off a spell, 
t’ rest up like.” 
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Farmer (emerging from shadow of hen-house)—Hold on there, you old rascal! I saw you 
coming an’ I jest thought you wouldn’t be able to go by that pullet.” 

, Rastus—Go by dat pullet? No, sah—reckon not, sah | 
Yo’ Cidn’t s’pose I cud see a po’ chicken roost out a freezin’ night laik dis, did yo'?”— Judge. 


I’se got some human’ty in me, sah. 







chronic diarrhea, 
sonal experience, 
icines failed.’’—S, 


Every Dose 


Correspondence Coupon. 





“*T have béen using Ayer’s Pills for over twenty-five 
Assimilate years, both personally and in my practice, with the 
best possible results, and recommend them in cases of 


knowing their efficiency from per- 
they having cured when other med- 
C. Webb, M. D., Liberty, Miss. 


Ayer’s Cathartic Pills 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass 


Effective. 








has already answered itself. It ie certainlya very unsatis- 
factory state of things not to know the intentions of your 


‘ He had he been a ee ee admirer. All the advies I can give you te te be 

or laziness in an easy-going community—an = The above coupon must accompany eve » , n give you on your 
nobody expected him ever to be otherwise ; and her hand to the floor ; slowly her head bent for- Mr. Tricure—But that’s very wrong. I never | logical study sent in. The Baitor ‘oan a aaah nine 5 uns Chon reenieae aoe can bon 
it puzzled people immensely when energetic, | ward until her face touched the pillow. For | get cold, and you wouldn’t either if you treated pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphologica | *he friendship of a woman, but is never the least bit in love 
capable Mattie Bunn accepted him for “reg'lar | minutes she did not move—not until Sam, who | yourself as I do. ae pholog with her. No suspicion of indiscretion shows in your 


comp’ny,” to say nothing of the sensation 
created by their wedding. 






had been staring at her wonderingly, reached 
out his big hand and laid it caressingly on her 
head. Then she sprang to her feet, her hot 


Mr. Strongman— Well, how, for instance? 
Mr, Tricure—Take a Russian bath every week 
—it's excellent for m 







studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
swered in their order, unless under unusual circumstances. 


writing, which has very fine traite; you are generous, truth- 
ful, constant, sympathetic and while a little egotistic, very 
ready to suit your own plans in deference to your friends. 


——— Mat, as has been suggested, probably had rheumatism, I find—and 
some reason for marrying Sam ; but it is quite | eyes glaring, and her form trembling with | massage twice a week; that’s for insomnia, [I | [orrespondente need not take up their own and the editor's Seren thick seed your goodness; fine ner y.ooll-reapect 
certain that she never told anyone what that | anger and horror. She did not speak, but fixed | rarely sleep more than three hours any night, | time by writing reminders and requeste for haste. 8. Quo- | and power of strong affection, love of beauty and keen 
girl, reason was. Sam was tall, and big, and hand- | her gaze on his face for a few seconds, He did | Then a cold — first thing in the morning | tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please | %08¢ of right are mingled with frankness aud good temper. 
not meet her look, and presently she turned | for my lungs, and a two-mile walk. I seldom | address Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless ac- | 2 S me to rake you over the coalsa little. Well, I can 


like to grow 


,some in his careless, slouchy way; he had 
always managed, no one knew how, to wear 







and ran out of the door. 


take any breakfast; dyspepsia’s too bad. I 








companied by coupons are not studied. 


only say to you what one says to your lovable kind, don’t 
be foolish in your own affairs, look sharp for yourself, ag 


| a li'tle koy ood clothes, too. ‘hese facts, and his peren- Sam, almost sober now, called after her, but | drink about three quarts of water during the : 
nial good nature and friendly ways, were the | she did not answer. He got out of bed slowly | day for my liver, and then I use a nerve tonic oon ee impulsive, warm-hearted, true and og o~ earth leg ek eh math ee cating itr alae 
only points in his favor. Against him were the | and started todress himself. He had almost | at night. I tell you, my boy, if you'd follow | fong of WEOty original and rathw self-willed, somewhat | onemore than they desire you to. 

, points so forcibly taken by his father-in-law, | finished, when Mat, accompanied by her father oy eaieen— detaile. F Ee ee ee Aenita D.—1. Th ti 

ist. and, also, that he got drunk whenever he could | and the two strangers, returned. r, Strongman—Oh, thanks—but—er—ah—I Tus Bran. —Iam sorry, dear Bear, but your writing is ecoempiinanent, muss or patating, t0 Seuntin Geaeaen 


v you could 
h to marry 


possibly do so, and was morally so weak that 
— could easily lead him astray. 


‘Thar he is—an’ thar’s the money,” she said, 
and passed on out through the back door with- 


think I’d rather have a cold. 










80 undecided that it cannot be delineated just now, besides 
which, Oh, growler! you forgot your coupon. 


Music is almost sure to be of more genera! use. 2. As to 
how ycu should act towards a person whose love you doubt, 
it is necessary to know what end you are aiming at, before 


mind after ow Mat and Sam got along, no one but Mat | out looking at Sam, ar 
ait knew, Once in erent while; Sam sould do| atl de ube ocbon road: tt was A Misuse of Terms pa mga tray enzo Ga orp | lt by Petey Sgt eh ae 
ze t four some work and earn a few dollars. e got There was a jail at the cross-roads; it was a Bilton—It isa great misuse of terms to sa fection and completeness in anything you undertake ; good ; om, 
the church home with it without stopping at the saloon, | primitive affair, but solid and substantial. It | a man is the axelitkect of his own fortune. : pase Sig esty and truth, love of home, sympathy and ppc ly ny tt oy tpg t. > 
ene good. out’ ea 6 1 —— my ™ oie es the eae and had heavy Chilton—How so# Bervi.—You are prudent, generous, frank and h t. a uale pee sheake eomsee helt eetten, te @ tate tact 

rap in jes ake an rtwo, an s es “Som ’ , frank an onest, i i tion, 
en wou Pp p oa oor and great steel hinges and lock. It Bilton—When an architect plans a $5,000 with sense of humor and rather a lack of intuition. I of caeaes 5 comr Se aa ‘aa alco aa 











that would settle it. At such times he would 
stay and buy drinks for everybody present 
while his money lasted, Then he would come 
home in a maudlin, tearful state of intoxica- 
tion, and invent some tale to account for his 
condition and the disappearance of his money, 
winding up with the promise never to let it 
happen again. And Mat would pretend that 
she believed him, and would stroke his curl 

head until he fell asleep. Then she would loo 

at the handsome scamp for a few minutes with 
love unutterabie in her eyes—the tired eyes 
back of which were a world of unshed tears. 
But she never complained—not the first word ; 
the firm-set mouth and weary look might in- 





was plenty strong enough to hold a dozen men, 
all anxious to escape—and Sam Toms did not 
try to escape. He only sat still in the low 
damp, darksome room and tried to understand 
how it had all happened. It must be adrunken 
dream—but, no, he was almost sober, and 
knew where he was and how and why he was 
there. But—he could not understand. Had 
Mat—was it really Mat, who had given him up? 
There must be some mistake. 

The big, strong man finally began to realize 
itall. He _ down on the bunkand cried him- 
self to sleep, like a child. 


It must have been about one o'clock in the 


house it costs $10,000; but whena man plans 
to get a $100,000 fortune he usually lands some- 
where in the neighborhood of $1500, 





A Generous Man. 


‘* Harkins,” said old Mr. Barlow to his fore- 
man, ‘“‘the firm has decided to inaugurate a 
system of profit sharing with its employees.” 

“Good enough!” replied Harkins. ‘* What 
were the firm’s profits last year?” 

** Last year the firm lost $7,000. That neces- 
sitates acut of ten percent. in wages under 
the new system, Tell the men the newarrange- 
ment goes into effect immediately, Harkins,” 








think it is hardly fair to say more, as your study, though 
of excellent pr smise, is quite in a transition state. 
don’t make a fine woman I shall be surprised. 


Sarau Marta.--1. You and Growler are a splendid pair 
of studies. The coupon was exactly right. 2. You are 
clever, bright, frank, communicative, independent and 
original; have pluck and perseverance, and while some- 
what fond of eage and soft corners, have no lazy bones, 


If you 


Miuyanta.—Large energy and imagination, great desire 
for approbation, indiscreet and over-frank speech, generous 
and amiable nature, strung affection, love of ease, excellent 
decision and a alight tendency to egotism. I think you are 
prudent in affairs, but not as careful as you might be over 
details ; have sympathy and some tact. 


Yours Truty.—This is not a very eloquent study. 
Writer is an impulsive, generous, inexperienced person, 


mystery is fine if you canassume it. And have some vague 
hints of the charms of the other fellow always floating 
round, but don’t make them too definite. 3. A bad writer 
is certainly not necessarily stupid. Some of the greatest in- 
tellectual lights write aimost illegibty. 4. Ae to the ques- 
tion about the surest way to get to heaven, if you did not 
seem in earnest I should not answer it, but as you say the 
subject puzzles you, I respect your query. The surest way 
to get to heaven is to make your life a continual prepara- 
tion for heaven. If your face is turned to God, your trunks 
packed full of good works, your checks on the straight road 
of self-denial, your ticket paid for in dutiful love and grati- 
tude, and stamped with the sign of the cross, with all 
which that implies, you can get on board when Conductor 
Death calls you, and go straight to heaven. There is no 
change nor stop-over, nor danger of accident, and your puz- 
zling over the matter is quite as unnecessary as the fidget 


dicate ever so much, but her lips never ex-| morning when someone silently entered the with possibilities of temper and judgment which time wil] | of the anxious countryman on his first vo 
sage. 56. Your 
pressed it. And Sam gradually grew more and | house of old Bill Bunn, constable. This some- improve. At the sana’ Gene a is sociable, affectionate, | writing ehows sympathy, hope and some ambition, care and 
quick perception, love of beauty, unselfishness, but lacke 


more useless and shiftiess, trusting to his 
wife’s ready wit and fertility of resource to 
carry them both over the bad places, 


There were lots of bad places, too. Twice 
Sam ran into debt several dollars at the saloon, 
and Mat found some means to pay the deb*s— 
only herself knew how. But the second time 
she informed the saloon man that he must 
trust Sam no more. And besides these things, 
to live—how did they do it? Nobody could 

uess, Perhaps even Mat herself could not 
on told ; yet live they did—or, rather, existed 
—and for the most part, kept out of debt. 

Sam sometimes worked, but never for very 
long. He always found some excuse for leav- 
ing a place withinafewdays. Hecould always 
find another job easily enough, for he was an 
excellent *‘ hand” when he chose to be—but he 
did not hasten about findinga new job when 
he had given one up; not until they were 
reduced to the very last straits could Mat get 
him to hunting work again. 

One day Sam left home for a ranch about 





one entered by the back door, went stealthily 
into the room where Bill and his wife slept, 
rummaged about a few minutes, and then 
emerged from the house. It was a woman, 
and she had something in her hand. 

Sam Toms was awakened a little after this 
He sprang up, 
back and 
two saddle 


by a rattling, jarring sound. 
just as the big oaken doors swun 
revealed the figures of a woman an 
horses. 

“‘ITcome f'r ye, Sam” said the woman, with 
asob, ‘‘I done brung both ponies an’ ou’ 
clo’es. Lo’s go, Sam; wec'n git ‘crost th’ rivah 
befo’ mawnin’. Come!” 

He clasped her in his arms, and they clung to 
each other a little while. Then Mat said, more 
steadily : 

“Come, Sam. Le’s go ovah t’ Mexico—an’ 
mebbe we c’n try ’n’ do better ovah thar.’ 

And they rode forth in the bright, free moon- 
light, down towards the Rio Grande—into a 
new and better life.—R. L. Ketchum, in The 
Argonaut, 








Sentences Passed by the Judge. 


An unpleasant truth is avenged by unshrink- 
ing falsehood, 

Art is but an indifferent stepmother to 
nature’s children. 

No one makes a prediction that he would not 
like to see fulfilled. 

If ill is to be done the conventions of pro- 
priety need not be departed from to do it. 

Women most often admire men for qualities 
of which they are not possessed. 

There is something cruel in the triumphal 
car of youth over-riding an old age without 
triumphs. 


It may hap that the finished musician is too | 


skilful to be reverent, too brilliant to be sym- 
pathetic. 
for the gods to breathe through, be sends a 
blast into the face of the Almighty.—AafArine 
Grosjean ir Judge. 





Henry was Polite. 
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Instead of making himself a reed | 


decided and constant, lacks intuitive perception, but 
wouldn’t willingly hurt anyone's feelings 


GRowLser —This is a clever, self-seeking and — per- 
son cf very fitful humor, and uncertain moods, alternately 
buoyant and depressed, aud full of appreciation of fun and 
able to enjoy lif+, umable to take comfort unless just in the 
bumor ; extreme frankness and honesty, mingled with dis- 
cretion adorn thie elegant stady, which is strong and at- 
tractive, though very headstrong and uncontrolled. 


Jay.—Your kind hinte as to your character, are,I am 
afraid, a little misleading. You are witty and fond of so- 
ciety, rather given to self-indulgence, fond of change and 
not too reliable in action. Your willi eat times very strong 
but your endurance is notin proportion, you are adaptable 
good-tempered, fond ci beauty, self-wilied, with plenty of 
energy, hope, and though impatient, still pretty sure to 
saceeed in what you set your heart upon. 

Cacu.—This is rather an enterprising and bright indi- 
vidwal, fond of praise, given to posing and with very strong 
ideas and probably prejadiced opinions. Extreme persist- 
ence and tenacity of purpose, original methods, cautious 
action and very great attention to the little things of life, 
misgied with some mistrust and strong love for number 
one are shown. I should fancy the writer rather courage- 
ous and optimistic. 

Euizasgre.—l. If you want to purchase the book write 


Getermination and constancy. 
rather open to influence. 


6. I should say you were 
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COVERED WITH A TASTELESS AND 
SOLUBLE COATING. 


A WONDERFUL MEDICINE FOR 


Indigestion, Want of Appetite, Fullness 
after Meals, Vomitings, Sickness of 
the Stomach, Bilious or Liver Com- 
plaints, Sick Headache,Cold Chills, 
Flushings of Heat, Lowness of Spir- 
its, and All Nervous Affections, 

Tocure these complaints we must remove 
the canse. The principal cause is generally § 
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. drunken, balf-nervous way. 
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Whicortawviec. 


City;Missionary—You say you hate work or anything that works. 


—Yes ; down with it! 
City tear ts still you like liquor—something that ferments—works. 


The One of Leisure—Then, as I said before, down with it !— k, 


fact I rather think you are, but when you wrote that letter 
last June your diction was not Ns | attractive. Please 
reviee your ideas on conservatism. I can solemnly assure 
you that they are faulty and unjust, as your own decided 
observation should have told you. 

KooraLt —Your very excellent study has cost me some 
timeand thought. I hope that the question you asked me 
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The Drama. 


OMICAL and 
funny is Ezra 
Kendall as old 
\Jiles Button at 
Jacobs & Spar- 
“4 row’s this week. 
, The play — or 
rather the enter- 
tainment, for 
,» there is no play— 
#' consists of an 
j — v endless ruvh of 
> 1, egg variety perform- 
AT & F ances, among 
— i a which old man 
@ Button bobs up, 
always in a predicament but always philoso- 
phically making the most of it. I would like 
to see Kendall in a play with a clean-cut part 
suitable to himself and supported by good 
actors instead of variety artists. To be sure, 
this might deprive us of his clever parody songs 
and of his amusing imitation of a baseball 
catcher, but it would give us something else 
perhaps better still. For singing he has a voice 
wonderfully clear and with distinct enuncia- 
tion, so that every word is heard all over the 
house. This is what the house wants in a 
singer of such songs. When Button 
fancies that his wife and the restaurant 
man are planning his death he really does 
some excellent acting, and every few minutes 
he rises far above his surroundings and be- 
comes irresistibly funny. The humor of a 
variety show is too ribald for me and the wit is 
too stale and far-fetched, so that I attend one 
with my prejudices aroused, but Kendall molli- 
fied me completely in this case. When a man 
comes on the stage with a pillow stuffed under 
his vest no one is deceived into believing that 
it is actual fat, but everyone knows the pillow 
is there so that when presently the policeman 
with the hippety-hop-to-the-barber-shop style 
of locomotion goes whirling across the stage he 
can bring down his baton on that pillow and 
make the gallery laugh. What in creation 
there is to laugh atin that most ancient per- 
formance I cannot imagine. Whenever a 
pillow comes out concealed beneath a vest the 
policeman is sure to bob up and hit it a crack, 
still, every soul in the house knowing this half 
an hour before it happens, it wins a laugh. 
Human nature is hard to understand. The 
serpenture dancing of Carlotta is extremely 
graceful and deservedly encored at each per- 
formance, as is the wooden shoe dancing of 
Miss Jessie Dunn. 









Dartmoor is a very strong play, and on Tues- 
day evening when I was present I wondered at 
the comparatively small house which greeted 
it. Torontonians are not great theater-goers 
or the Academy would have had fewer empty 
seats on the occasion, for J. H. Gilmour is an 
actor of merit and gives a great delineation of 
the gentlemanly swindler and desperado. His 
support is scarcely as good, however, as he and 
Dartmoor are entitled to. Mr. Herbert Archer, 
as Capt. Lankester, struck me as peculiarly in- 
adequate to his part. He does not look like a 
man who would nurse a silent love for nine 
long years, nor does he look like a man who 
would inspire a lasting and romantic devotion 
in the breast of a young woman. That laugh 
of his, so great, so robust, and so brief, is un 
paralleled in my experience of men and horses. 
One thing raay be said to his credit—he is 
painstaking and heis consistent throughout, 
living up to his conception of the part, but it is 
that conception which grates on me. Mr, 
Littledale Powers acts with talent a most 
peculiar and interesting character, that of 
Archdeacon Jellicoe, a good old man who 
has unfortunately developed kleptomania. He 
has the simplicity of a child and if left to his 
own vagaries for a moment is soon discovered 
with soiled clothes, he having probably climbed 
a tree to recover some youngster’s kite or to 
steal a bird’s nest. He picks up anything he 
can get hold of—not fatiguing you with too 
much of it, either—and stuffs it away in some 
place where he promptly forgets all about it. 
He makes a most interesting character, and 
having a good face provokes much gentle 
mirth. Owen Westford as Dr. Pagenstecher 
is also good, with his faith in the “‘bomps” of 
phrenology. Marguerite Fields as Dora Lisle 
is a sweet little thing with artistic instincts, 
and where she and Gilmour have their talk, she 
not knowing that he (as Venables) is her 
supposedly dead father, it is most effective. 
High art was attained at that spot. Miss 
Bettina Girard, as Mrs. Lisle, has an exceed- 
ingly difficult part to play, and this considered 
carries herself through very well. Miss Hazel 
Seldon and Miss Emma Fossette make the 
most of their parts, the former especially being 
true to character. 


At the Grand this week we have one of those 
sparkling light comedies which afford great 
pleasure for the flitting moment, without bor. 
ing one with heavy impressions to carry away. 
A sunbeam on adark day dances across your 
path for a moment, brightening the world and 
making your heart sing; then it fades or melts 
away, imperceptibly slow, and, delightful as it 
was, you soon forget all about it. Such is the 
light comedy, a charming relaxation for the 
passing hour, and The Grey Mare is a light 
comedy. The Typewriter, a one-act piece that 
precedes it, has mighty little in it. The same 
old office boy is there, big and old enough to be 
@ partner in the business and fresh and kitten- 
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ish enough to be only seven years of age—al- 
ways being sent out, always receiving tips of 
fifty cents to stuff in his vest pocket, al- 
ways dancing around like a circus man, 
and conducting himself generally as no 
office boy dare do if he _ valued his 
life, to say nothing of his situation. The 
piece has a flat and unsatisfactory finish, the 
curtain falling in almost a dead calm. The 
fault is in the piece and not in the presentation 
of it, for the best actors in the company appear 
init. The Grey Mare is better, and no sooner 
does it commence than the audience shows an 
intensely improved humor. Marian Giroux as 
Kate Stanhope is a talented young woman of 
the day, able to adroitly defend anything she 
chooses to do and to justify anything she chances 
to say. She claims that telling white liesis a 
feminine privilege, and she utters some pass- 
ingly clever sentences on the subject. This 
young lady infuses into her work a distinct 
personality, quite her own but still suggestive 
of Minnie Seligman. For the moonish part of 
David Maxwell it would really be hard to find a 
better man than Vincent Sternroyd. He makes 
himself a simple-hearted, half-daft genius, the 
loyal butclumsy and useless confidant of all who 
get into trouble. George Alison as John Max- 
well, M. D., filis his part toperfection. Thecon- 
sciousness of strength, mental and moral, that 
at first livesin every line of his face and turn 
of his figure, is marred only by one thing—the 
comic habit of clutchingat every person's wrist 
and timing their pulse beats. That is, of 
course, demanded of all stage doctors, but 
Alison might drop it in a part like his. He 
cuts a most sorry figure when returning in the 
gray morning, soaked with cold water, from 
searching in the bog for the plant he professed 
to have gathered the previous day. His shiver- 
ing and his biank despair at finding himself 
inextricably coiled up in a network of false- 
hoods, which he had commenced weaving for 
the purpose of convincing Kate that there was 
nothing clever about lying, is extremely clever 
and funny. Jennie Kennard, as Julia, the 
handsome shrew whom the luckless David had 
married, is effective, and in fact the whole cast 
is neatly balanced and thoroughly satisfactory. 
a 

Next week we will have a treat at theGrand, 
when R. D. McLean and Marie Prescott, in 
their farewell tour, will appear in The Duke's 
Wife, Romeo and Juliet, and The Merchant of 
Venice. There are a great many people who 
never attend the theater unless Shakespeare is 
being played, and a greater number who, like 
myself, consider one legitimate drama—if pre- 
sented as it should be—worth half a dozen 
“illegitimate ” ones. Next week will be our 
chance to come out and encourage the thing we 
admire, for McLean and Prescott are excellent 
actors and usually carry a good iot of people 
along with them. 


Wilson Barrett is coming to Toronto at 
Christmas with his new play Pharaoh. That 
will be one of the big features of the theatrical 
season, and it will have an especial interest for 
many Torontonians because a gifted Cana- 
dian, Franklin M'Leay, a Woodstock boy,cutsa 
figure in the production second only to Barrett 
himself. His part is that of Pennu, a product 
of oriental barbarity, who at the whim of his 
original master, Rameses, was manufactured 
from childhood into a monstrosity. The poor 


foon, but he has in him the feelings of a man 
and becomes a subile breeder of treason. The 
English press has greatly praised the work of 
the young comedian. The Daily News says 
that Mr. M’Leay shares with Mr. Barrett the 
honors of theevening. The Sporting Chronicle 
says that Pennu alone would make the play 
remarkable, the character being a fine concep- 
tion, splendidly acted by Mr. Franklin M'Leay. 
I gather from the English papera that Pharaoh 
is a strong spectacular production. 
* 

Next week will be dedicated to opera at the 
Academy of Music. Monday and Tuesday 
(with special Tuesday matinee) there will be 
sung the famous opera Robin Hood by the 
Bostonian Opera Company, and from Wednes- 


day night until the end of the week 
Pauline Hall and her excellent com- 
pany will sing Puritania. There is per- 


haps, in the English language, no legend so 





deformed fellow is supposed to be court buf- , 


popular as that of Robin Hood, the outlawed 
Earl of Huntington. Ever since the fifteenth 
century, nursery rhymes and classics have 
told of the adventures of this bold noble- 
man who “shot the king’s deer and 
fought the king’s men,” and there is hardly 
a child in this country, or in England, who 
has not had visions of green Sherwood 
Forest with its camp fires and its smoking 
haunches of venison ; its jolly Friar Tuck and 
hardy, athletic Little John. The story, familiar 
to all, I shall not revive here, leaving the gifted 
singers to do that with more grace and greater 
acceptance than I could hope for. The seats 
for Rubin Hood are being eagerly bought up at 
the Academy box office. 

* 


Puritania, or the Earl and the Maid of Salem, 
is a high order of comic opera, with the scenes 
laid at Salem, Mass., in the year 1665, and at the 
palace of Charles II. of England. The story is 
based on witchcraft. The book is by Mr. C. 8S. 
M. McLellan, and Mr. Edgar Stillman Kelley 
composed the music, which is spoken of as 
being bright and fuil of melody from start to 
finish. The opera has achieved great succe-s 
everywhere for its complete merit, and the 
cast, headed by the charming Pauline Hall, is 
notable for the many clever artists, prominent 


among whom are Jacques Kruger, Harry Mac- | 


donough, Frank David, Eva Davenport, Irene 
Verona, Jennie Eddy, and many others. The 
chorus numbers upwards of fifty. In Puritania, 
Pauline Hall brings to us what is claimed to be 
one of the most pretentious productions seen 


here for a long time. 
* 


The famous Clemenceau Case will be on at 
Jacobs & Sparrow's next week. This is the 
play that the New York authorities interfered 
with when it first came out, At the beginning 
of the third act Iza originally disrobed and 
posed for her artist lover, wearing an in- 
visible suit of flesh-colored tights. This 
was too much for the public, the sensation at 
the disrobing being terrific. Now, Iza does 
not disrobe, being disrobed when the curtain 
rises and is quickly covered with acloak. The 
model scene is the least objectionable feature 
of the play as it mow stands, ard to 
speak out the trath, the whole plot and action 
of the piece are broad and impure and can 
be of no possible good to the morals of 
the community. There is no use being hypo- 
critical about the matter, though, for if the 
public did not wish to see such plays they 
would disappear. What the public craves for, 
theater managers will supply. That is the law 
and order of the thing. Emma Bell plays the 
role of Iza, and here again managerial shrewd- 
ness has been exercised. Robert Bruning takes 
the part of Pierre Clemenceau. Dorothy Drew 
and Hulda Halvers, the novelty dancers, will 
probably contribute something to the preceed- 
ing highly artistic without being objectionable. 

Mack. 
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A Good Imitation. 


Old Walt Houston used to remark as how 
the funniest thing he ever seen was in Shook- 
ville town hall about four years ago, the time 
a ventrilliquist feller come up to our town to 
giveaentertainment. There wuz about forty 
people in the hall settin’ down, an’ about fifty 
more outside ‘he hall standin’ on two planks, 
the ends of which wuz rested on piles of loose 
boxes which raised ’em high enough to peek in 
the windows that had been opened on account 
of the heat. Well, this yer chap, he came out 
and give a rea: good show, but I guess he 
warn’'t pretty well pleased at the outside ar- 
rangement, particular as some of the toughest 
chaps made audible remarks during the per. 
forsance through the winders. When he 
came on for the second part he had a piece of 
rope in his hand, th’ end of which appeared to 
run out of the back door of the hall. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he sez, ‘“‘I shall 
open the second part of my programme with a 
new and startling imitashun,” he sez. 

“Hear, hear!” sez young Amaziah Bell, 
through the winder. 

“Ah! my boy, you'll say there, there! ina 
minit,” sez the show feller, an’ then he con- 
tinued: *“ This imitashun will be the kind of 
sound a lot of mean cusses—as were too blame 
low-down to buy tickets to a show, an’ instead 





of doing so stuck loose boxes and planks up 
outside so they could see in the winders— 
would make if somebody went and tied a rope 
to them boxes when they warn’t looking, and 
then gave it a pull like this.” He then pulled 
the rope, remarkin’: ‘‘ Look out for the imita- 
shun, ladies and gentlemen.” Well, Walt 
Houston sez the way those heads disappeared 
from the winders, and the row they kicked up 
when they went ker-smash, wuz too funny for 
anything. UNCLE ARTIE, 

























One Side of the Question. 


The-teacher is the natural enemy of the 
pupil. No one thinks this strange until he 
teaches himself, then it becomes bewildering. 
Since your child, as heaven knows, is clever, it 
must be the teacher's fault if the child can’t 
work arithmetic, A few children are acknow- 
ledged by their parents not to be clever—in that 
case they are good, much better than the 
teacher, who is but clay. 

Some men teach in order to live, some, it 
would seem, in order to die. Women teach 
till they get married, men till they achieve a 
profession. A few teach because they love it. 
It may even be that a teacher loves his pupils. 
This is nota good investment in a worldly 
sense, 

The best test of a teacher’s fitness is the 
number of successful pupils sent by him to the 
frequent examinations. A teacher's salary 
should be based on these results. The fairness 
of this arrangement is evident to the weakest 
mind. Examinations are the only infallible 
tests. The more frequent the examinations the 
better for the pupil. Early experiments in 
agriculture, however, decided the advisability of 
examining the roots of a growing plant. 

PENNY. 








Bobby’s Composition on a Hen. 





A hen can lay a eg every day and he eats 
sand to make the eg shell. If a fox comes along 
a hen can roost on the fence, fer a hen don’t like 
to get et by a fox. 

Hens loves to scrash up flower-beds with 
their hind legs fer to get the seeds an fish- 
rooms, When hens is hatchin’ they sit on their 
egs, but that don’t smash ‘em, fer hens is all 
over feathers and feathers is awful light. 
Some hens are woman righters and trys to 
crow like the roosters, but they was only ment 
for to cackle. Hens hates water—only fer to 
drink—cos their toes ain’t joined like geeses’ 
and they ud get drowned sure pop. Prxsy. 


Old Bill Took a Crack at It. 


All day the hunters had been bowling across 
the plains, not quite sure of the route they 
traveled and keeping suspicious eyes upon the 
half-breed guide who cantered in advance upon 
a wiry broncho. The Indians were in the habit 
of swooping down upon small bodies of white 
men and wiping them out for the sake of such 
plunder as they could glean, and the guide had 
somehow inspired the party with fears that he 
harbored treacherous designs. Old Bill, the 





veteran of the expedition, looked to his rifle. 


and intimated to his comrades that if the guide 
was in cahoots with Indians he would not be 
able to claim a share of the plunder. He said 
he had a pretty sure notion that whether this 
crowd went to kingdom-come or went straight 
along over the prairie, that guide would be 
number one in the procession just the same, 
Night fell and still they proceeded, the half- 
| breed’s anxiety to camp being the chief reason 
for pushing on ; but at last the men decided to 
halt until the first streak of day. The horses 
were picketed around to eat bunch grass, the 
half-breed rolled himself in a blanket and 
ostensibly went to sleep beneath the wagon. 
Two of the men sought slumber in the vehicle 
and the other two stood guard with ready 
rifles. A sense of danger brooded over them 
all, mutually understood without being openly 
mentioned. 

Two hours elapsed and those on guard had 
probably dozed into a light sleep, when they 
were aroused into terrified activity by a mighty 
thunder sound, the ground trembled, and a 
great shriek split the air. Springing to their 
guns the plainsmen saw rushing down upon 
them an enormous Something with one large, 
brilliant, flery eye. On it came, louder, nearer, 
bigger, that monster eye throwing flashes far 
ahead. Old Bill’s gun jumped to his shoulder 
and spat out its deadly message—in vain, for 
though the eye blinked and shivered, it never 
paused. 

It dashed by them fifty yards to the right— 
an express train going forty miles an hour ! 
They hadia the darkness camped beside the 
track of the first railroad across the plains, 
and for the first time saw the cars. ZEKE. 


The Beneficent Old Lady. 


They had the brushed and shining appearance 
of children on a visit, three of them, standing 
on the doorstep of the beneficent old lady. It 
was the first visit of the youngest and she 
looked at a strange world with guileless eyes, 
The countenances of the other two were slightly 
relaxed with the expectations of good things to 
come. 

The beneficent old lady was seated in an arm 
chair. She kissed them, then they were dis- 
missed to the care of an elderly maiden. They 
had grapes broken from the vine and cake oi 
great age and richness. To-morrow they would 
be ill, but to-day—what mattered !/—they 
played in the garden, 

It was time to go home and one by one they 
were presented to the old lady, who fumbled 
with both hands in a wide skirt and put some- 
thing hard and round in each right hand, say- 
ing, ‘* Don’t look till you get home.” 

By the time they had gone a block the eldest 
said, ‘‘I am going to look.” So she opened her 
hand and in it wasa silver quarter. Then the 
next opened his hand and init was a silver 
quarter. Last of all the youngest opened her 
hand and in it—oh soft, pink palm, oh strange, 
uncomfortable world--in it was one brown 
cent | 

She had always been secretly afraid that she 
was less worthy than other people. Now even 
the old lady knew it. 

The boy said, *‘ Let’s go back and tell her.” 

The eldest said, *‘ Let’s go and tell mother. I 
am sure the old lady meant to give her a 
quarter.” 

Bat the youngest said, “‘ You will alwayshave 
a quarter more than me.” PENNY. 


























































Mary Ann is Coming Home. 





For Saturday Night. 


Mary Ann is coming home— 
Coming home to-night, 

Daddy’s gone away to fet. h her— 
Make her old home bright. 

For a farmer all the summer 
She’s been working hard, 

And a puree of thirty dollars 
Has been her reward. 

She wiil bring it all to mother, 
She’s as good as wheat ; 

Was there ever such another— 
Make her bed-room neat ! 


Pat a flow’r pot in her window, 
Make her pillows acft ; 

She has hungered for home-coming 
Many times and oft ; 

Roast some apples in the ashes, 
Put the kettle on, 

We will wait to make her welcome, 
If we wait till dawn. 

Mother, here’s your Sunday apron 
Ironed smooth and bright ; 

Children, wash your faces—someone’s 
Coming home to-night. 


We will hear poor daddy’s wagon 
When it’s on the ridge, 

And if not we'll surely hear it 
When it strikes the bridge. 

Hester—Jennie! lay the table, 
Put ma’s china down, 

Move as quick as you are able, 
Make the biscuits brown ; 

Roast some chestnuts on the fender, 
Make that lamp glase bright, 

For our sister sweet and tender 
Comes to us to-night. 


Dad will drive— you know he rarely 
Ever misses meals. 

Nero’s barking in the orchard, 
There !—I heard the wheels! 

Leave the kitchen door wide open, 
Hear the wagon roll ! 

Listen !—that was Dolly's signal 
Calling to her foa', 

Hark ! a rustling in the lilacs, 
Ah, I hope I'm right. 

Mary Ann !—is this our darling ? 
Welcome home to-night ! 

Rushdale Farm. R. K. Kernicuan (Tue Kuan). 


Autumn Weather. 


For Saturday Night. 

For days and days the silent sky 
Gave back no gleam of eun or star, 

And gloom, unbroken near or far, 

Grew heavy to the wistful eye. F. 
The trees clung, crouching from the rain, 
On meadows co'd and dank and gray ; 
And we, thro’ splash’d and dripping pane, 

Look’d out, and sigh’d the hours away. 

All day within the shadowy house, 

We sat and read and paced and sat ; 
No sound but purring of the cat, 

Or scampering of rafter-mouse, 

Disturb’d our lar guor, save aloof 

The steady patter on the roof, 

Or, sometimes, down the road 

The rumbling of a distant load. 

And still it rain’d! I¢ eplash’d and pour’d 
On all the landscape all the day ! 

And all the night the eave-trough roar'd 
And drumm’d, half-heard and far-away, 
Troubling our visions as we lay 
Asleep, or woke, expecting day. 


Oh! we were weary. Such a rain! 
The long hours, hous'd ‘neath br: oding skies, 
To melancholy thoughts gave rise, 

And longings fall of strange, dull pain. 


But, ob ! at last a rising gale ! 
And scattering clouds, with rifte of blue ! 
And cold, keen sunlight flashing thro’, 
To bring to earth a hopeful tale! 
The night comes on with gleaming skies, 
And roof and eaves give forth no sound. 
We slumber ; and, with dawning, rise 
To find a brittle sunlight lies 
On sparkling fields of frozan ground ! 
Jas. A. Tucker. 


When Skies are Dari. 


For Saturday Night. 
Fade away in the sombre clouds, 
Sail to the port in the gray-banked sky, 
Pierce the murky air with your cry, 
Storm birds robed in your sable shrouds |! 
But I must watch for the first faint blue, 
And the eyes with the love-light shiniog through. 


Red and lurid the lights appear, 

Far beyond in the steely dome. 

Ravens fisat to your angry home ; 

Dead leaves follow, withered and sere ; 

I wait for the heart that ise warm and bright, 
And the love that knows no stormy night. 


Rock and toss in the flinging spray, 
Terror-haunte of the evil stars ; 

See } on ship o’er the harbor bare 

Bend and groan on her homeward way. 
I follow a pathway paved with goid, 
And hear the story that ne’er grows old. 


The cloude will fade from the sky some day ; 
The blue will shine and the birds sing olear. 
Over the mountains the day draws near, 
Soothing to ripples the storm-tossed spray. 
But I must watch with the blood-red sun, 
For what were life if love were gone’? 
Lavrian Dare. 


If I Were Only Young. 


For Saturday Night. 
If I were only young 
I'd cull sweet flowers for thee ! 
The rose should blush 4 ruby red, 
Ite opening bude love's incense shed, 
Ite petals wide their beauty spread 
For thee, and only thee ! 


If I were only young, 
I'd deck my form for thee 
In gleaming silke and satins bright, 
And diamonds flashing tothe light, 
To be a glory in thy sight, 
It I were only young ! 
If I were only young, 
I'd sing eweet songs for thee | 
I'd sing in low contralto tone 
To thee, my king; to thee alone | 
Ah, love, I'd win thee for mine own, 
If I were only young! 
Cuara H. Mountcastis (Caries Sima). 


Ocean Waves. 


For Saturday Night. 
I stood upon the broad Atlantic's shore, 
And heard old ocean sing his doleful song, 
And saw the billows as they rushed along, 
Not caring for the sea-gulle that they bore, 
Nor for the boatman and hie fiany store, 
But bearing on their watery breaste a throng 
Ot burdens, which to foreign lands belong ; 
Aod as I stood and gazed, I saw them pour 
All these strange relics on the sandy beach, 
And then rush back, but leave upon the eand 
The distant relics, there to lie and bleach. 
I mused on these, that told of a foreign land, 
The waves that brought them, and they seemed to teach 
The power a passing etranger may command. 
Galt, Ont. A. W. Crawrorp, 
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the bad little boys say, ‘Did you ever get magnificent silver-gilt table service, or} a tion of them will il 
left,” as I did, when another stole my thunder | We@4ing present, the joint gift of ~- 2 Dg anc’ | select the dolls, tea sets, ribbons, and dainty dt 
and got my notions in print ahead of me? Itis Pahl a ae tae at Walaa, — from out of a miscellaneous collection. 
rather funny to be too sure of yourself; and . ; ese specimens of babyhood we may safely 
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-" soup, and kilties, and waltzes and a wet rain The latest news regarding that international | to the ignominious petticoat. The other re- 
are beclouding my wits, I must laugh at the | Scandal—the Deacon affair—indicates that the | presentatives who eagerly lay hands upon 
complete scoop the other one got on Lady Gay. | Wronged husband will not press for a severe | drums, swords, spades and hammers, may be 
* penal verdict against Mrs. Deacon, and that he | put into breeches without further question. 
There! a laugh is such a blessing I won- | will be content with a surrender on her partof| When the transformation is effected from 
der more people don’t indulge in it. What | thechildren, The erring woman, whose folly baby long clothes to the distinguishing petti- — Anarchist—Vot vas der madder mit Schimmelspeck ? ‘ 
a variety of laughs there are, anyway! | brought death to one man and ruin to another, coats and breeches, how rapidly the little abunee hosin she til nc eee boliceman ohf he don’d come home; und ohf he 
Almost as great an assortment as there are of | is said to be quite ready to accede to all de- people develop in the direction of their diverse : i _ 
walks, The giggle is scarcely a laugh, more a | mands of her husband. yet ever united destinies, The baby boy knows . s 
", shuffle along the way of hilarity ; the sharp, It ie remored that William A. Slater of | he is « superior being as soon as he |e able Roe from a word meaning pcan in ae ea wanted 
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N (Tu® Kuan). 


solid, brisk, all-alive step of the man and 
woman of weight and muscle; the unctious, 
naughty laugh for the flat-footed pad of much 
avoirdupois! But there is a laugh so delight- 
ful, so full of fun and bonhomuinie, so like a 
silver chime of joy bells that it throws a 
glamor over the laugher and makes young her 
forty or fifty or eighty years, that strikes a 
spark from a heart of flint, that makes 
wrinkles which don’t go deep, and sends a 
ray of merriment into the groutiest and 
gloomiest soul. No earthly footfall answers to 
this lovely sound ; it is sweet, bright, bubbling 
as champagne, and only the toes of fairies could 
trip to its music. One woman in a thousand 








not named, “which is to eclipse anything now 
afloat.” He now owns an elegant yacht, the 
Sagamore, in which he made an extended 
ocean voyage about a year ago. 

Sullivan, Gilbert and Carte—up to the time 
of the dissolution of partnership—made about 
four hundred and fifty thousand dollars apiece. 
Besides this, Sir Arthur must derive a con- 
siderable sum from his other musical works, 
for the operas and operettas have been but a 
small part of his life’s work. In his song writ- 
ing, which is extensive, his popularity has been 
greater, perhaps, than that of any other Eng- 
lish composer, 


The Empress Eugenie is attracting a great 
























































arod of iron. Of all the attributes of child- 
hood the imagination is the most admirable 
and wonderful. Potent as a fairy’s wand, it 
can change the vilest dirt and dross into gold 
and jewels and fairest flowers. 

No wealthy dame parading her costly Sevres 
or Worcester appreciates their splendor or re- 
ceives such unalloyed pleasure from their pos- 
session as does the demure little damsel play- 
ing “tea” with her broken china teacups, 
spread carefully out upon the “stoop.” No 
famous horse fancier ever possessed a nobler 
stud than Johnny can show you, comprised of 
broomsticks, canes and old kitchen chairs. 
Children seem to prefer rude and improvised 





















the crowning glories of which were the plays 
of Aristophanes and Sophocles and !schylus. 

The Romans were not a great dramatic 
people. In fact, their earliest productions 
were drawn from the Etruscans; and of their 
later efforts the most successful were copies 
from foreign masters, especially the Greeke. 
With the fall of Pagan Rome all art declined ; 
this being a very unfortunate result of the 
early diffusion of Christianity, a result brought 
about by the desire of the converts to avoid 
every approach towards idolatry (in pictures, 
statues, etc.)and by the increased solemnity 
with which life was regarded, a solemnity in- 
consistent with the lighter arts of life. Indeed, 
anyone connected with the theater was refused 


speare’s time, 

And who can estimate the advance from the 
old Globe theater where Shakespeare used to 
play, in the days when scenery was described, 
“This is a house,” etc., and when the moon 
was carried round and held up in the sky by a 
boy, to the perfectly appointed theater of to- 
day, bright with electric light and embellished 
with every device of the nineteenth century 
art? In nothing has the progress of the world 
been more clearly seen than on the stage set- 
tings of the drama; and yet the old dramatists 
remain still the envy and despair of the play- 
wrights of all time, 


Hamilton, Ont. J. H. Lone. 
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member that all parties are not stupid, all Among recent deaths in Paris is that of M. LTHOU GH | of that gifted race. | dhe countesiell peenentuiend of ane Whe as 
hostesses do not neglect you. Men are some- | Roulez, the hero of the quadruple duel of some ee ae The Romane, whilet adopting the open air, | deservedly holds a high place in the reapect, 
tienen tthe aeneeay and. the ten wil sbine | menthe agp. Ferthe lant swe monthe he Aas been in all | or uncovered theater, so suitable to the south | not only of the members of the Institute, but 
day ; again. One thing more, though their right hands | been confined in a mad-house, He was anxious races that | of Europe, yet were more fond of contests of | of the entire Dominion of Canada.” 
lear. may forget their cunning, the mean wretches | to see his name in print, and it must certainly oscars jose cease ets courage, such as combats, gladia-| . : 
i will never forget a sulky face nor yet forgive it! | be admitted that he ee perlbgemcie oe Gr ddiieiiies |aiatimeieend wetk wxvel baitien, They | 3 et. see - “8 = ex- 
° * tantastic story of his quadruple uel, woic 1 theatrical erformances, ibition o is pa nt ngs in water color at Bain’s 
P Cheer tenes Oe eee cetteat, ante wenn | was swallowed with such eagerness by even a ’ sar toad ela sede : and every | bookstore, King street, next week. Among 
pian DAR sees it fully developed ; idealized, as it were, | the most sedate and sensible organs of the ree See = —_  avite cheater, remains of which | bis best are: St. Paul's, London ; Summer Af. 
in the person of the unfortunate individual | Parisian press, was telegraphed and cabled to to omnes — i conahient Europe. How vast these | ternoon, North Cape, Norway; Bogo Sound, 
whose name recalls to us a small leather case | gyery portion of the civilized globe. It was with ee _ ie ruinstellus. The Colosseum of Rome, | Norway; A Gray Day, and Roussdal Valley, 
of sewing implements, a “ Lady's Companion.” | only several days afterward that the enterpris- ic ran t . tate stone, which still stands, held sitting | Norway. : 
Generally the old country folk who advertise ter set to work to investigate the en- most simple | o . : coe m j 

oe ing reports ti 80.000, and sitting and standing, 110,000. Noth T. Mower Martin, R.C.A., will do a large 
for her are the very most uncompanionable of tire affair, and laid bare the fact M. Roulez had se aeenenin “e . more interesting in the revelations from painting of the Rockies on the C. P. R. eee 
mortals (hardly mortals, either, oe aoe aa to | palmed off a gigantic joke upon his countrymen. " : Sasa fie | resent emenvationsst Pompetl thoathe bulletins | "fas. ce ucaoe acer eehtents forthe Shien 

| ao Sy aaaeLanacntes as petélingiatnts: He Kn birth and | orprogrammes of the performances oe hei bian Exhibition, The Toronto artists will un- 
ae ye Re Kap we, vshich iaithtes diame e Knew. early growth | rious theaters ere ety eagtnd a id | doubtedly make & good showing, both in num- 
oa decent society. The lady’s companion is Booby, like most juveniles, is of an enquir- of dramatic, | that city from the eae wt: ar a . ea ber and quality of pictures sent. 
their prey and they get her in scores, for | ing turn of mind. On one occasion he found as apart from In the apemaprinaseta ped Se tahee Quonnet seas Toute wilt enue te. Sadie 
English women are only getting out of | a very curious plant in regard to whose name, epic and lyric sentation bay wera Soueph the counting | ieebuces of the Dateain Snekean all MeL atin 
swaddling clothes as regards self-support. | notwithstanding many questions put to differ- poetry, we/| Bible aon rl nal ele oo oh nama his well knows ail Gabaluenat ake an Some 
I sometimes think of the armies of wretched, | ent authorities, he could get no information. | must turn to the classic soil of Greece, the | out o . Da es eee, te 
dependent females who wear prunellas and| At last he said, “I guess I'll have to ask kindly mother of art and song. There are, it | At first eae sek Shee “aa . 
ride with their backs to the horses, who pick | brother Jack, because,” adding with reverential | ig true, instances in ancient Hebrew literature | plays —_ - lad tee “chanchs aaa O. S. Wilkinson, 0.S.A., accepted an invita- 
titches, and humor invalids and say Amen! | awe, ‘“‘ he knows like the mischief.” H.T.C. | of dramatic dialogue, ¢. g., in the Book of Job, | under the supe ‘ted booke, these were | tion from the Hamilton Art School to be pre- 
a ‘aca ungodly utterances, all for a home and of lyric poems in dramatic setting, ¢.g., | there being _ 2 ee = inateaction, | Sent and distribute the prizes to the students. 
and a pittance, aud though other editors get One on Tom. Solomon's song. But as we understand the | the most er oa nian ‘eabhar insmaggenee He also had an exhibition - - woe > 
ahead of me, and a grimy-handed imp demands After dinner one evening, = Tom Meeuas expression now, the Hebrews had no drama. | To we as cca Melia alt tw’ daamin: alt in the canes oe. at & rt ee. re 
ote Sima). copy when I want to go to sleep, and the rain norte A secerpien turned on the irish | tne Hindoos and eee ne cae sates ceemeiad on the stage and attired in the | presenting the prizes Mr Wilkinson refrained 
comes down unceasingly, I am glad I have &| “hy the way, Mr. Moore,” said a young Eng. | had a slight approach to a um oo the | costume of the day; but to the simple minded | from moans anything in the cbepe comasling 
chance to pity someone, and thet my Sifu} | lisnman, © I've Send yon out in on irish aes i a ey as coin te is | people of that age it seemed the most natural tS sameabed of him he wrote a letter to 
“ ve E 
cheerfulness dosen't have any greater sires en oe ee ee ee nt ee cae thing in the world. The Passion Play at Ober- | Mr. Adam Brown, president of the society, 
it Lapy Gay, hy ae ral, “in that song of | that we owe the origin of the drama proper. as Bavaria i lic of this old. | which was published in the Hamilton papers. 
: % cold younn Litecol, 1s ar It appeared at first only in a few festivals, | Ammergau in Bavaria is a re | He pointed out the advan now enjoyed by 
The Watchman, you say, in the last verse : > ; custom. Indeed, the expression, Punch er ow thar aa ak ee 
iti ‘ "tis ioz— chiefly those of the god Dionysius, or Bacchus, | time art students: y 
Individualities. GSaen {ndeod, ‘good night. the earliest form being that of a choral song. | and Judy, still keeps it alive, for it means: | possess riches ond mgemeln 2 ae existence 
one . : ° : . stan i mote cities, for close at hand were organi- 
f Devonshire denies that he hss | Now, of course, ‘Good night’ in the morning | Gradually it became purified fron the extrane- | Pontuis cum Judcis—Pontuis with the Jews atlas masters, and in the mountain and 
The Duke o y th iracle plays | zation, good 
Roman Catholic iso blunder.” «7 | ous pantomime and dance, and divided into the After a time, however, these miracle play lake, scenery in great variety, for Hamilton 
become a . ‘*Upon my word,” said an old gentleman, I pa ill retains—comedy and | became so boisterous and irreverent that they young people especially. 

Dr. Tueffel, body physician to the King of | never observed that bull before. two parts, which it still re : di ed by the church. They were * 

y become insane and been} ‘Nor I, either,” said Moore gravely. tragedy—the word tragedy, derived from | were discourag . i B Y street, F. M. 
ee ; the word for goat, either becauss a goat | then superseded by the Morality Plays, in att eee rs. naeteie Gene weet painshauns 
taken to an asylum. swe No Use Repining. was sacrificed or because the players were | which the actors did not represent actual Bible ~* de Ses ceee Gammel cal Gee 

Moody and Sankey are said to have reosive Jinks—It turns out that the singer who in-| dressed in goat-skins, or because a goat | personages, but moral qualities: mercy, peace, | ... nearly all executed abroad and are of such 

| to teach one million two hundred thousand dollars in troduced Ta-ra-ra-Boom isn't dead, after all. was the prize; and comedy, from a word | and 80 on, somewhat after the fashion of | merit as to justify the interest they Cy 
sapere totes See eee vee SS ana igo ty ge ph ely meaning a village because the players strolled ' Bunyan’s Pilgrim's! Progress. These after s | among art lovers, AN. 
Oo , 
AWPOR, Advices from Zanzibar state that the! good, anyhow. Lots o 
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The Drama. 


OMICAL and 

funny is Ezra 
. Kendall as old 
Jiles Button at 
Jacobs & Spar- 
‘) row’s this week. 
i, The play — or 
rather the enter- 
tainment, for 
there is no play— 
consists of an 
ye endless rush of 
4 —™ variety perform- 
ns ances, among 
which old man 
Button bobs up, 
always in a predicament but always philoso- 
phically making the most of it. I would like 
to see Kendall in a play with a clean-cut part 
suitable to himself and supported by good 
actors instead of variety artists. To be sure, 
this might deprive us of his clever parody songs 
and of his amusing imitation of a baseball 
catcher, but it would give us something else 
perhaps better still. For singing he has a voice 
wonderfully clear and with distinct enuncia- 
tion, so that every word is heard all over the 
house. This is what the house wants in a 
singer of such songs. When Button 
fancies that his wife and the restaurant 
man are planning his death he really does 
some excellent acting, and every few minutes 
he rises far above his surroundings and be- 
comes irresistibly funny. The humor of @ 
variety show is too ribald for me and the wit is 
too stale and far-fetched, so that I attend one 
with my prejudices aroused, but Kendall molli- 
fied me completely in this case. When a man 
comes on the stage with a pillow stuffed under 
his vest no one is deceived into believing that 
it is actual fat, but everyone knows the pillow 
is there so that when presently the policeman 
with the hippety-hop-to-the-barber-shop style 
of locomotion goes whirling across the stage he 
can bring down his baton on that pillow and 
make the gallery laugh. What in creation 
there is to laugh atin that most ancient per- 
formance I cannot imagine. 
pillow comes out concealed beneath a vest the 
policeman is sure to bob up and hit it a crack, 
still, every soul in the house knowing this half 
an hour before it happens, it wins a laugh. 
Human nature is hard to understand. The 
serpenture dancing of Carlotta is extremely 
graceful and deservedly encored at each per- 
formance, as is the wooden shoe dancing of 
Miss Jessie Dunn. . = 











Dartmoor is a very strong play, and on Tues- 

day evening when I was present I wondered at 
the comparatively small house which greeted 
it. Torontonians are not great theater-goers 
or the Academy would have had fewer empty 
seats on the occasion, for J. H. Gilmour is an 
actor of merit and gives a great delineation of 
the gentlemanly swindler and desperado. His 
support is scarcely as good, however, as he and 
Dartmoor are entitled to. Mr. Herbert Archer, 
as Capi. Lankester, struck me as peculiarly in- 
adequate to his part. He does not look like a 
man who would nurse a silent love for nine 
long years, nor does he look like a man who 
would inspire a lasting and romantic devotion 
in the breast of a young woman. That laugh 
of his, so great, so robust, and so brief, is un- 
paralleled in my experience of men and horses. 
One thing may be said to his credit—he is 
painstaking and heis consistent throughout, 
living up to his conception of the part, but it is 
that conception which grates on me. Mr. 
Littledale Powers acts with talent a most 
peculiar and interesting character, that of 
Archdeacon Jellicoe, a good old man who 
has unfortunately developed kleptomania. He 
has the simplicity of a child and if left to his 
own vagaries for a moment is soon discovered 
with soiled clothes, he having probably climbed 
a tree to recover some youngster’s kite or to 
steal a bird’s nest. He picks up anything he 
can get hold of—not fatiguing you with too 
much of it, either—and stuffs it away in some 
place where he promptly forgets all about it. 
He makes a most interesting character, and 
having a good face provokes much gentle 
mirth. Owen Westford as Dr. Pagenstecher 
is also good, with his faith in the “ bomps” of 
Phrenology. Marguerite Fields as Dora Lisle 
is a sweet little thing with artistic instincts, 
and where she and Gilmour have their talk, she 
not knowing that he (as Venables) is her 
supposedly dead father, it is most effective. 
High art was attained at that spot. Miss 
Bettina Girard, as Mrs. Lisle, has an exceed- 
ingly difficult part to play, and this considered 
carries herself through very well. Miss Hazel 
Seldon and Miss Emma Fossette make the 
most of their parts, the former especially being 
true to character. 


At the Grand this week we have one of those 
sparkling light comedies which afford great 
pleasure for the flitting moment, without bor- 
ing one with heavy impressions to carry away. 
A sunbeam onadark day dances across your 
path for a moment, brightening the world and 
making your heart sing; then it fades or melts 
away, imperceptibly slow, and, delightful as it 
was, you soon forget all about it. Such is the 
light comedy, a charming relaxation for the 
passing hour, and The Grey Mare is a light 
comedy. The Typewriter, a one-act piece that 
precedes it, has mighty little init. The same 


' old office boy is there, big and old enough to be 


a partner in the business and fresh and kitten. 


Whenever a 













































































HIS GRACE ARCHBISHOP WALSH. 
From a photo by Herbert E. Simpson, College Street. 











ish enough to be only seven years of age—al- | popular as that of Robin Hood, the outlawed 
ways being sent out, always receiving tips of | Earl of Huntington. Ever since the fifteenth 
fifty cents to stuff in his vest pocket, al-| century, nursery rhymes and classics have 
ways dancing around like a circus man,! told of the adventures of this bold noble- 
and conducting himself generally as no| man who “shot the king's deer and 
office boy dare do if he valued  his| fought the king’s men,” and there is hardly 
life, to say nothing of his situation. The| a child in this country, or in England, who 
piece has a flat and unsatisfactory finish,the | has not had visions of green Sherwood 
curtain falling in almost a dead calm. The! Forest with its camp fires and its smoking 
fault is in the piece and not in the presentation | haunches of venison ; its jolly Friar Tuck and 
of it, for the best actors in the company appear | hardy, athletic Little John. The story, familiar 
init. The Grey Mare is better, and no sooner | to all, I shall not revive here, leaving the gifted 
does it commence than the audience shows an ' singers to do that with more grace and greater 
intensely improved humor. Marian Giroux as acceptance than I could hope for. The seats 
Kate Stanhope is a talented young woman of | for Rubin Hood are being eagerly bought up at 
the day, able to adroitly defend anything she | the Academy box office. 

* 


chooses to do and to justify anything she chances p 
to say. She claims that telling white liesisa | Puritania, or the Earl and the Maid of Salem, 


feminine privilege, and she utters some pass- | is a high order of comic opera, with the scenes 
ingly clever sentences on the subject. This laid at Salem, Mass., in the year 1665, and at the 
young lady infuses into her work a distinct | palace of Charles II. of England. The story is 
personality, quite her own but still suggestive | based on witchcraft. The book is by Mr. C. S. 
of Minnie Seligman. For the moonish part of | M. McLellan, and Mr. Edgar Stillman Kelley 
David Maxwell it would really be hard to find a | composed the music, which is spoken of as 
better man than Vincent Sternroyd. He makes | being bright and fuil of melody from start to 
himself a simple-hearted, half-daft genius, the | finish. The opera has achieved great succe-s 
loyal butclumsy and useless confidant of allwho | everywhere for its complete merit, and the 
get into trouble. George Alison as John Max- | cast, headed by the charming Pauline Hall, is 
well, M. D., filis his part toperfection. Thecon- notable for the many clever artists, prominent 
sciousness of strength, mental and moral, that | among whom are Jacques Kruger, Harry Mac- 
at first lives in every line of his face and turn | donough, Frank David, Eva Davenport, Irene 
of his figure, is marred only by one thing—the | Verona, Jennie Eddy, and many others. The 
comic habit of clutchingat every person's wrist | chorus numbers upwards of fifty. In Puritania, 
and timing their pulse beats. That is, of Pauline Hall brings to us what is claimed to be 
course, demanded of all stage doctors, but | one of the most pretentious productions seen 
Alison might drop it in a part like his. He | here for a long time. 
cuts a most sorry figure when returning in the 
gray morning, soaked with cold water, from 
searching in the bog for the plant he professed 
to have gathered the previous day. His shiver- 
ing and his biank despair at finding himself 
inextricably coiled up in a network of false- 


> 

The famous Clemenceau Case will be on at 
Jacobs & Sparrow’s next week. This is the 
play that the New York authorities interfered 
with when it first came out. At the beginning 
of the third act Iza originally disrobed and 


posed for her artist lover, wearing an in- 
hoods, which he had commenced weaving for visible suit of fiesh-colored tights. This 


the purpose of convincing Kate that there was 

nothing clever about lying, is extremely clever was too much for the — 7 aoe at 

and funny. Jennie Kennard, as Julia, the the ae oe ae - h a sy ai 
: , Baty a not disrobe, being disro when the curtain 

handsome shrew whow the lecklens David Red rises and is quickly covered with acloak. The 


ee 0 ee eee model scene is the least objectionable feature 
— =“ ¥ | of the play as it now stands, ard to 
: " speak out the truth, the whole plot and action 
ae = wee as ae . ee of the piece are broad and impure and can 
their farewell tour, will appear in The Duke's | - of a eee - a hale - 
Wife, Romeo and Juliet, and The Merchant of - o- y: h ~ « ypo 
Venice. There are a great many people who critical about the matter, ¢ on , a if the 
never attend the theater unless Shakespeare is | public did not wish to nn ees plays they 
being played, and a greater number who, like | would disappear. What the public craves for, 
myself nae one legitimate drama—if pre- theater managers will supply. That is the law 
sented as it should be—worth half a dozen and order of the thing. Emma Bell plays the 
“illegitimate” ones. Next week will be a. role of Iza, and here again managerial shrewd- 
chance to come out and encourage the thing we oar has an eae cae re 
admire, for McLean and Prescott are excellent che part of £ terre y 
actors and usually carry a good lot of people and Hulda Halvers, the novelty dancers, will 
alow x with them probably contribute something to the preceed- 
=.” = ing highly artistic witbout being objectionable. 
Mack, 


* 

Wilson Barrett is coming to Toronto at 
Christmas with his new play Pharaoh. That 
will be one of the big features of the theatrical 
season, and it will have an especial interest for 
many Torontonians because a gifted Cana- 








A Good Imitation. 





Old Walt Houston used to remark as how 


| dian, Franklin M’Leay, a Woodstock boy,cutsa | the funniest thing he ever seen was in Shook- 


figure in the produetion second only to Barrett | ville town hall about four years ago, the time 
himself. His part is that of Pennu, a product | a ventrilliquist feller come up to our town to 
of oriental barbarity, who at the whim of his | give aentertainment. There wuz about forty 
original master, Rameses, was manufactured | people in the hall settin’ down, an’ about fifty 
from childhood into a monstrosity. The poor | more outside the hall standin’ on two planks, 
deformed fellow is supposed to be court buf- | the ends of which wuz rested on piles of loose 
foon, but he has in him the feelings of a man | boxes which raised ’em high enough to peek in 
and becomes a subtle breeder of treason. The | the windows that had been opened on account 
English press has greatly praised the work of | of the heat. Well, this yer chap, he came out 
the young comedian. The Daily News says | and give a rea: good show, but I guess he 
that Mr. M'Leay shares with Mr. Barrett the | warn’t pretty well pleased at the outside ar- 
honors of theevening. The Sporting Chronicle | rangement, particular as some of the toughest 
says that Pennu alone would make the play | chaps made audible remarks during the per. 
remarkable, the character being a fine concep. | formance through the winders. When he 
tion, splendidly acted by Mr, Franklin M'Leay. | came on for the second part he had a piece of 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


I gather from the English papers that Pharaoh 
is a strong spectacular production. 
7 

Next week will be dedicated to opera at the 
Academy of Music. Monday and Tuesday 
(with special Tuesday matinee) there will be 
sung the famous opera Robin Hood by the 
Bostonian Opera Company, and from Wednes- 


day night until the end of the week 
Pauline Hall and her’ excellent com- 
pany will sing Puritania. There is per- 


haps,in the English language, no legend so 


rope in his hand, th’ end of which appeared to 
run out of the back door of the hall, 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he sez, ‘“‘I shall 
open the second part of my programme with a 
new and startling imitashun,” he sez. 

“Hear, hear!” sez young Amaziah Bell, 
through the winder. 

‘*Ah! my boy, you'll say there, there! ina 
minit,” sez the show feller, an’ then he con- 
tinued: “This imitashun will be the kind of 
sound a lot of mean cusses—as were too blame 
low-down to buy tickets to a show, an’ instead 






of doing so stuck loose boxes and planks up 
outside so they could see in the winders-- 
would make if somebody went and tied a rope 
to them boxes when they warn’t looking, and 
then gave it a pull like this.” He then pulled 
the rope, remarkin’: ‘‘ Look out for the imita- 
shun, ladies and gentlemen.” Well, Walt 
Houston sez the way those heads disappeared 
from the winders, and the row they kicked up 
when they went ker-smash, wuz too funny for 
anything. UNCLE ARTIE, 





One Side of the Question. 


The-teacher is the natural enemy of the 
pupil. No one thinks this strange until he 
teaches himself, then it becomes bewildering. 
Since your child, as heaven knows, is clever, it 
must be the teacher's fault if the child can’t 
work arithmetic. A few children are acknow- 
ledged by their parents not to be clever—in that 
case they are good, much better than the 
teacher, who is but clay. 

Some men teach in order to live, some, it 
would seem, in order to die. Women teach 
till they get married, men till they achieve a 
profession. A few teach because they love it. 
It may even be that a teacher loves his pupils. 
This is not ‘a good investment in a worldly 
sense, 

The best test of a teacher's fitness is the 
number of successful pupils sent by him to the 
frequent examinations. A teacher’s salary 
should be based on these results. The fairness 
of this arrangement is evident to the weakest 
mind. Examinations are the only infallible 
tests. The more frequent the examinations the 
better for the pupil. Early experiments in 
agriculture, however, decided the advisability of 
examining the roots of a growing plant. 

PENNY. 








Bobby’s Composition on a Hen. 





Ahen can lay a eg every day and he eats 
sand to make the eg shell. If a fox comes along 
a hen can roost on the fence, fer a hen don’t like 
to get et by a fox. 

Hens loves to scrash up flower-beds with 
their hind legs fer to get the seeds an fish- 
rooms. When hens is hatchin’ they sit on their 
egs, but that don’t smash ‘em, fer hens is all 
over feathers and feathers is awful light. 
Some hens are woman righters and trys to 
crow like the roosters, but they was only ment 
for to cackle. Hens hates water—only fer to 
drink—cos their toes ain’t joined like géeses’ 
and they ud get drowned sure pop. Prxsy,. 


Old Bill Took a Crack at It. 


All day the hunters had been bowling across 
the plains, not quite sure of the route they 
traveled and keeping suspicious eyes upon the 
haif-breed guide who cantered in advance upon 
a wiry broncho, The Indians were in the habit 
of swooping down upon small bodies of white 
men and wiping them out for the sake of such 
plunder as they could glean, and the guide had 
somehow inspired the party with fears that he 
harbored treacherous designs. Old Bill, the 








veteran of the expedition, looked to his rifle. 


and intimated to his comrades that if the guide 
was in cahoots with Indians he would not be 
able to claim a share of the plunder. He said 
he had « pretty sure notion that whether this 
crowd went to kingdom-come or went straight 
along over the prairie, that guide would be 
number one in the procession just the same, 

Night fell and still they proceeded, the half- 
breed’s anxiety to camp being the chief reason 
for pushing on ; but at last the men decided to 
halt until the first streak of day. The horses 
were picketed around to eat bunch grass, the 
half-breed rolled himself in a blanket and 
ostensibly went to sleep beneath the wagon. 
Two of the men sought slumber in the vehicle 
and the other two stood guard with ready 
rifles. A sense of danger brooded over them 
all, mutually understood without being openly 
mentioned. 

Two hours elapsed and those on guard had 
probably dozed into a light sleep, when they 
were aroused into terrified activity by a mighty 
thunder sound, the ground trembled, and a 
great shriek split the air. Springing to their 
guns the plainsmen saw rushing down upon 
them an enormous Something with one large, 
brilliant, flery eye. On it came, louder, nearer, 
bigger, that monster eye throwing flashes far 
ahead. Old Bill’s gun jumped to his shoulder 
and spat out its deadly message—in vain, for 
though the eye blinked and shivered, it never 
paused. 

It dashed by them fifty yards to the right— 
an express train going forty miles an hour! 
They had ia the darkness camped beside the 
track of the first railroad across the plains, 
and for the first time saw the cars, ZEKE. 


The Beneficent Old Lady. 


They had the brushed and shining appearance 
of children on a visit, three of them, standing 
on the doorstep of the beneficent old lady. It 
was the first visit of the youngest and she 
looked at a strange world with guileless eyes, 
The countenances of the other two were siightly 
relaxed with the expectations of good things to 
come, 

The beneficent old lady was seated in an arm 
chair, She kissed them, then they were dis- 
missed to the care of an elderly maiden. They 
had grapes broken from the vine and cake of 
great age and richness. To-morrow they would 
be ill, but to-day—what mattered !—they 
played in the garden, 

It was time to go home and one by one they 
were presented to the old lady, who fumbled 
with both hands in a wide skirt and put some- 
thing hard and round in each right hand, say- 
ing, ‘* Don’t look till you get home.” 

By the time they had gone a block the eldest 
said, ‘‘I am going to look.” So she opened her 
hand and in it wasa silver quarter. Then the 
next opened his hand and init was a silver 
quarter. Last of all the youngest opened her 
hand and in it—oh soft, pink palm, oh strange, 
uncomfortable world—in it was one brown 
cent ! : 

She had always been secretly afraid that she 
was less worthy than other people. Now even 
the old lady knew it. 

The boy said, ** Let’s go back and tell her.” 

The eldest said, ‘‘ Let’s go and tell mother. I 
am sure the old lady meant to give her a 
quarter.” 

But the youngest said, “‘ You will alwayshave 
a quarter more than me.” PENNY. 



























































































Mary Ann is Coming Home. 
For Saturday Night. 
- Mary Ann is coming home— 

Coming home to-night, 

Daddy’s gone away to fet. h her— 
Make her old home bright. 

For a farmer all the summer = 
She’s been working hard, 

And a puree of thirty dollars 
Has been her reward. 

She wiil bring it all to mother, 
She’s as good as wheat ; 

Was there ever such another— 
Make her bed-room neat ! 


Put a flow’r pot in her window, 
Make her pillows scfb ; 

She has hungered for home-coming 
Many times and oft ; 

Roast some apples in the ashes, 
Put the kettle on, 

We will wait to make her welcome, 
If we wait till dawn. 

Mother, here’s your Sunday apron 
Ironed smooth and bright ; 

Children, wash your faces—someone’s 
Coming home tc-night. 





















We will hear poor daddy’s wagon 
When it’s on the ridge, 

And if not we'll surely hear it 
When it strikes the bridge. 

Hester—Jennie! lay the table, 
Put ma’s china down, 

Move as quick as you are able, 
Make the biscuits brown ; 

Roast some chestnuts on the fender, 
Make that lamp glass bright, 

For our sister sweet and tender 
Comes to us to-night. 


















Dad will drive— you know he rarely li 
Ever misses meals. 
Nero’s barking in the orchard, 
There !—I heard the wheels ! q 
Leave the kitchen door wide open, 
Hear the wagon roll ! 
Listen !—that wae Dolly's signal 
Calling to her foa'. 
Hark ! a rustling in the lilacs, 
Ah, I hope I'm right. 
Mary Ann !-is this our darling ? 
Welcome home to-night ! 
Rushdale Farm. R. K. Kernicuan (Tue Kuan). ; 





































































































































































Autumn Weather. 





For Saturday Night. 
For days and days the silent sky 
Gave back no gleam of sun or star, 
And gloom, unbroken near or far, 

Grew heavy to the wistful eye. 4 
The trees clung, crouching from the rain, 
On meadows co'd and dank and gray ; 
And we, thro’ splash’d and dripping pane, 

Look’d out, and sigh’d the hours away. i 
All day within the shadowy house, ' 

We sat and read and paced and sat ; 

No sound but purring of the cat, 
Or scampering of rafter-mouse, 
Disturb’d our larguor, save aloof ; 
The steady patter on the roof, i 
Or, sometimes, down the road 
The rumbling of a distant load. : 
And still itrain’d! It eplash’d and pour’d 

On all the landscape all the day | 
And all the night the eave-trough roar'd 

And drumm'd, half-heard and far-away, 

Troubling our visions as we lay 

Asleep, cr woke, expecting day. 


Oh! we were weary. Such a rain! ‘ 
The long hours, hous’d ‘neath br: oding skies, 
To melancholy thoughts gave rise, 

And longings fall of strange, dull pain. 


But, ob! at last a rising gale! 
And scattering clouds, with rifte of blue ! 
And cold, keen sunlight flashing thro’, 
To bring to earth a hopeful tale! 
The night comes on with gleaming skies, 
And roof and eaves give forth no sound. 
We slumber ; and, with dawning, rise 
To find a brittle sunlight lies 
On sparkling fielde of frozan ground ! 
Jas. A. Tuckar. 


When Skies are Dark. 


For Saturday Night. 
Fade away in the sombre clouds, 
Sail to the port in the gray-banked sky, 
Pierce the murky air with your ory, 
Storm birds robed in your sable shrouds ! 
But I must watch for the first fsint blue, 
And the eyes with the love-light shining through. 
Red and lurid the lighte appear, 
Far beyond in the steely dome. 
Ravens fisat to your angry home ; 
Dead leaves follow, withered and sere ; 
I wait for the heart that is warm and bright, 
And the love that knows no stormy night. 


Rock and tose in the flinging spray, 
Terror-haunte of the evil stars ; 

See } on ship o’er the harbor bare 

Bend and groan on her homeward way. 

I follow a pathway paved with goid, 

And hear the story that ne’er grows old. 

The clouds will fade from the sky some day ; 

The blue will shine and the birds sing clear. 

Over the mountains the day draws near, 

Soothing to ripples the storm-tossed spray. | 





But I must watch with the blood-red sun, 
For what were life if love were gone ? 
Lavurian DARp. 


If I Were Only Young. 





For Saturday Night. 
If I were only young 
I'd cull sweet flowers for thee ! 
The rose should blush a ruby red, 
Ite opening buds love's incense shed, 
ite petals wide their beauty spread 
For thee, and only thee ! 


If I were only young, 
I'd deck my form for thee 
In gleaming silke and satins bright, 
And diamonds flashing to ‘the light, 
Teo te a glory in thy sight, 

It I were only young! 


If I were only young, 
I'd sing eweet songs for thee | 
I'd sing in low contralto tone 
To thee, my king; to thee alone ! 
Ah, love, I'd win thee for mine own, 
If I were only young! 
Ciara H. Mountcastin (Caries Sima). 





Ocean Waves. 


For Saturday Night. 

I stood upon the broad Atlantic's shore, 

And heard old ocean sing his dolefui song, 

And saw the billows as they rushed along, 

Not caring for the sea-gulle that they bore, 

Nor for the boatman and his flony store, 

But bearing on their watery breasts a throng 

Of burdens, which to foreign lands belong ; 

And aa I stood and gazed, I saw them pour 

All these strange relics on the sandy beach, 

And then rush back, but leave upon the sand 

The distant relics, there to lie and bleach. 

I mused on these, that told of a foreign land, 

The wavee that brought them, and they seemed to teach 
The power a passing etranger may command. 

Galt, Ont. A. W. Crawrorp, 
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Between You and Me. 





ID you ever have too good a 
time? If you did, you will 
understand what I mean; if 
not, I dare say it won't be 

’ hard to explain that you don’t 
discover the extra amount of 
goodness until the next day. 
You laugh, and chatter, and 

dance, and enjoy yourself just a little too long, 
and everything goes wrong when the reaction 
setsin, I had such a good time last night at 
such a lovely ball, and danced with a clear con- 
science and a light heart, because I knew just 
what was going to fill this column to-day, and 
as it interested me, I was confident it would 
interest my dear paper friends as well. As 
the bad little boys say, ‘‘Did you ever get 
left,” as I did, when another stole my thunder 
and got my notions in print ahead of me? Itis 
rather funny to be too sure of yourself; and 
while a sort of pot pourri of salad, and oyster 
soup, and kilties, and waltzes and a wet rain 
are beclouding my wits, I must laugh at the 
complete scoop the other one got on Lady Gay. 


There! a laugh is such a blessing I won- 
der more people don’t indulge in it. What 
a variety of laughs there are, anyway ! 
Almost as great an assortment as there are of 
walks, The giggle is scarcely a laugh, more a 
shuffle along the way of hilarity ; the sharp, 
une -:ling, =~" xed 'augh, like the gingerly gait 
of tight shoes, is artificial, hollow and a 
mockery; the chuckle isa sort of elderly pas 
seul ; the clear, loud guffaw stands for the 
solid, brisk, all-alive step of the man and 
woman of weight and muscle; the unctious, 
naughty laugh for the flat-footed pad of much 
avoirdupois! But there is a laugh so delight- 
ful, so full of fun and bonhommie, so like a 
silver chime of joy bells that it throws a 
glamor over the laugher and makes young her 
forty or fifty or eighty years, that strikes a 
spark from a heart of flint, that makes 
wrinkles which don't go deep, and sends a 
ray of merriment into the groutiest and 
gloomiest soul. No earthly footfall answers to 
this lovely sound ; it is sweet, bright, bubbling 
as champagne, and only the toes of fairies could 
trip to its music. One woman in a thousand 
attains to it, and it is in her a charm that 
never fails to attract. In short, there are more 
fraudulent, ugly and disagreeable laughs than 
imitations of the Kohinoor diamond. 


* 

There are a great many debutantes this season 
in the various circles of Toronto society, and I 
suppose in nine cases out of ten, the realities 
will not come up to the anticipations of the 
coming winter. There will be girls so shielded, 
so cared, so gowned, and so bolstered with 
every sort of attention and encouragement 
from the giddy world, whose vagrant fancy 
lights on them, that the coming-out season, 
from the opening ball to the last post paschal 
tea, will be one long round of pleasant experi- 
encas. I have seen these young, flower-crowned 
queens, and I have seen a good many 
others! There is no need of talking to the 
radiant youngster, as she stands knee-deep in 
bliss, but there is room fora word to the others 
Girls, dear, should unkind fate decree that you 
attend a stupid party, with a careless hostess 
and beaux at a premium, brace up to the 
fight, smile, be bright and witty and busy for 
the entertainment of everyone but yourself, 
and verily, great will be your harvest. Your 
hostess will ask you again, worse luck ; people 
will grow to like you, for your good-will ; men 
will graciously dance with you, and other 
men, who don’t dance, will see you are fed. 
Have a funny story for the wallflower and a 
very sincere compliment for the chaperone, a 
look of admiration, honestly untinged with 
envy, forthe belle. It is not her fault that she 
eclipses you—it’s yourown, you know! If the 
evening is too utterly trying, make fun of it— 
but not toa mortal living but yourself. I re- 
member once exchanging confidences with an 
ancient portrait in a daguerreotype frame as 
to what I thought of our hostess and her party, 
when I, a bride, had been left for two 
mortal hours in a corner, and_ the 
shiny-faced gentleman in the stock and curled 
wig had quite a good time of it. He heard the 
truth of his granddaughter, and it was enough 
to make him turn in his frame, but it wasa 
wonderful relief to my wounded conceit. And 
above all things, dear maiden debutantes, re- 
member that all parties are not stupid, all 
hostesses do not neglect you. Men are some- 
times in the majority and the sun will shine 
again. One thing more, though their right hands 
may forget their cunning, the mean wretches 
will never forget a sulky face nor yet forgive it! 

* 


Cheerfulness is such a useful virtue; one 
sees it fully developed ; idealized, us it were, 
in the person of the unfortunate individual 
whose name recalls to us a small leather case 
of sewing implements, a ‘‘ Lady’s Companion.” 
Generally the old country folk who advertise 
for her are the very most uncompanionable of 
mortals (hardly mortals, either, for they live to 
most eternal ages) old women with shocking 
tempers, or fancied disorders, or pet complaints, 
or some one or other trait which unfits them 
for decent society. The lady’s companion is 
their prey and they get her in scores, for 
English women are only getting out of 
swaddling clothes as regards self-support. 
I sometimes think of the armies of wretched, 
dependent females who wear prunellas and 
ride with their backs to the horses, who pick 
up stitches, and humor invalids and say Amen ! 
to divers ungodly utterances, all for a home 
and a pittance, and though other editors get 
ahead of me, and a grimy-handed imp demands 
copy when I want to go to sleep, and the rain 
comes down unceasingly, I am gladI have a 
chance to pity someone, and that my fitful 
cheerfulness doesn’t have any greater strain on 
it. Lapy Gay. 





Individualities. 


The Duke of Devonshire denies that he has 
become a Roman Catholic. 

Dr. Taeffel, body physician to the King of 
Wurtemberg, has become insane and been 
taken to an asylum. 

Moody and Sankey are said to have received 
one million two hundred thousand dollars in 
royalties from their gospel hymns. 

Advices from Zanzibar state that the 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Wahehes attacked the Germans near Kilossa, 
and killed Lieutenant Bruening and four 


soldiers. 


The Pope has warned France that unless its 
aggressive policy against the Vatican is aban- 
doned the next batch of French cardinals 


created will be the last. 


Abbe Liszt’s first concert programme, when 
he was only nine years old, has been discover- 
ed. It beavs date of 1820. The performance 
was given in Oldenburg. 


Sims Reeves is principal professor of singing 
at the Guildhall School of Music. He is now 
seventy years of age. He went on the operatic 
stage in his eighteenth year, beginning his 
career, strangely enough, as a baritone. 

The King of the Hellenes has received a 
magnificent silver-gilt table service, as a silver 
wedding present, the joint gift of the King and 
Queen of Denmark, the Emperor and Empress 
of Russia, the Prince and Princess of Wales, 
and the Duke and Duchess of Cumberland. 


The latest news regarding that international 
scandal—the Deacon affair—indicates that the 
wronged husband will not press for a severe 
penal verdict against Mrs. Deacon, and that he 
will be content with a surrender on her part of 
the children. The erring woman, whose folly 
brought death to one man and ruin to another, 
is said to be quite ready to accede to all de- 
mands of her husband. 

It is rumored that William A. Slater of 
Norwich, Conn., the cotton manufacturer, and 
the son of the late John F, Slater, who gave 
one million dollars for the education of colored 
people, is to have a steam yacht, by a designer 
not named, ‘which is to eclipse anything now 
afloat.” He now owns an elegant yacht, the 
Sagamore, in which he made an extended 
ocean voyage about a year ago. 


Sullivan, Gilbert and Carte—up to the time 
of the dissolution of partnership—made about 
four hundred and fifty thousand dollars apiece. 
Besides this, Sir Arthur must derive a con- 
siderable sum from his other musical works, 
for the operas and operettas have been but a 
small part of his life’s work. In his song writ- 
ing, which is extensive, his popularity has been 
greater, perhaps, than that of any other Eng- 
lish composer. 

The Empress Eugenie is attracting a great 
deal of attention at Bath, where she is natur- 
ally a notable figure in the Pump-room. She is 
still a striking and handsome personality, with 
her smooth, white hair, erect carriage, and fine 
features ; but there is no longer the smallest 
pretense of youth, and it is not so difficult as 
it used to be to believe that she is only eight 
years younger than the Queen, 

The little twelve-year-old Queen of Holland 
is described as a charming child, with a sweet, 
regular set of features, a clear, enquiring look, 
quick movements, without appearing boister- 
ous, lively, gay and laughing; but it is not all 
play with her, The little Sovereign's studies 
are watched over carefully by the Queen 
Regent, and directed by an English governess 
and experienced masters. In her quality of 
being Dutch, Wilhelmina is of an extremely 
independent character, and even a little malici- 
ous sometimes, 

The fact that the relations now existing be- 
tween the young Emperor of Germany and his 
widowed mother are not only pleasant but 
affectionate, has been emphasized by the pre- 
sentation tothe latter, by the emperor, of a deed 
to the castle of Kronberg. About a year ago 
the empress expressed a desire to purchase this 
ruined castle and the land which goes with it. 
On the following Christmas the empress found 
upon her table a communication from the em- 
peror, saying that it would afford him the 
greatest pleasure to present to the empress the 
Schloss Kronberg as his Christmas gift. 


General Benjamin F, Butler is said to make 
one hundred thousand dollars a year from his 
law practice, but age is coming upon him with 
rapid strides, forcing him to give up some of 
the hard work necessary to earn such an in- 
come. He is now nearly seventy-five and 
visibly older than he was a few years ago. He 
is very much bent and his eyesight is poor, but 
his mind is as keen as when young. For a 
man of his bluff nature he has always had a 
curious weakness for striking clothes. He 
used to like to wear fur overcoats and cowboy 
hats, the latter an adaptation of his army 
chapeau, but nowadays his tastes are quieter. 


Among recent deaths in Paris is that of M. 
Roulez, the hero of the quadruple duel of some 
months ago. For the last two months he has 
been confined in a mad-house, He was anxious 
to see his name in print, and it must certainly 
be admitted that he realized his desire, for the 
tantastic story of his quadruple duel, which 
was swallowed with such eagerness by even 
the most sedate and sensible organs of the 
Parisian press, was telegraphed and cabled to 
every portion of the civilized globe. It was 
only several days afterward that the enterpris- 
ing reporter set to work to investigate the en- 
tire affair, and laid bare the fact M. Roulez had 
palmed off a gigantic joke upon his countrymen. 





He Knew. 


Booby, like most juveniles, is of an enquir- 
ing turn of mind. On one occasion he found 
a very curious plant in regard to whose name, 
notwithstanding many questions put to differ- 
ent authorities, he could get no information. 
At last he said, “I guess I'll have to ask 
brother Jack, because,” adding with reverential 
awe, ‘‘ he knows like the mischief.” H, T. C. 








One on Tom. 

After dinner one evening, at Tom Moore's 
home, the conversation turned on the Irish 
aptitude to “ bulls.” ¥ 

** By the way, Mr. Moore,” said a young Eng. 
lishman, ‘‘I’ve found you out in an Irish bull, 

e Indeed,” said the guilty poet ; ‘ pray, what 


is 

“Oh,” said young Literal, “in that song of 
The Watchman, you say, in the last verse: 

* And see the sky, ’tis morning— 
So now, indeed, good night. 

Now, of course, ‘Good night’ in the morning 
is a blunder.” i 

‘*Upon my word,” said an old gentleman, I 
never observed that bull before.’ 

‘**Nor I, either,” said Moore gravely. 


No Use Repining. 
Jinks—It turns out that the singer who in- 
troduced Ta-ra-ra-Boom isn’t dead, after all. 
Winks—Oh, well, it wouldn’t have’ done any 
good, anyhow. Lots of other singers know it. 

































Our Boys and Girls. 


Something Sweet and Wholesome About the Little Toddlers 
Who Gladden the Earth. 
BY HELEN GRAFTON, 


HERE is no error 
,in acknowledg- 
j ing the current 
philosophy of the 
y y day, in so far as to 
agree that boys 
and girls are de- 
rived from babies 
by a process of 
evolution. For in- 
stance, observe 
with what unerr- 
ing instinct a por- 
tion of them will 
select the dolls, tea sets, ribbons, and dainty 
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fal-dals from out of a miscellaneous collection. 
These specimens of babyhood we may safely 
set down as girls, and forthwith consign them 
to the ignominious petticoat. The other re- 
presentatives who eagerly lay hands upon 
drums, swords, spades and hammers, may be 
put into breeches without further question. 

When the transformation is effected from 
baby long clothes to the distinguishing petti- 
coats and breeches, how rapidly the little 
people develop in the direction of their diverse 
yet ever united destinies, The baby boy knows 
he is a superior being as soon as he is able 
to think at all. Girls, he thinks contemptuous- 
ly, are only created to wait on him and see 
that he is amused. Misguided infant! What 
he now so despises will one day rule him with 
arod of iron. Of all the attributes of child- 
hood the imagination is the most admirable 
and wonderful. Potent as a fairy’s wand, it 
can change the vilest dirt and dross into gold 
and jewels and fairest flowers. 

No wealthy dame parading her costly Sevres 
or Worcester appreciates their splendor or re- 
ceives such unalloyed pleasure from their pos- 
session as does the demure little damsel play- 
ing “tea” with her broken china teacups, 
spread carefully out upon the “stoop.” No 
famous horse fancier ever possessed a nobler 
stud than Johnny can show you, comprised of 
broomsticks, canes and old kitchen chairs. 
Children seem to prefer rude and improvised 
playthings, changed by their own imagining, 
tothe more artistic and skilfully made toys 
bought at the legitimate toy-shop. A sad 
cynic is he who does not sympathize rather 
than sneer at the simple enjoyments of our 
boys and girls. All too soon the little woman 
wearies of her broken crockery, sham jewelry 
and unreal tea parties,and demands realities, 
while Johnny becomes disgusted with his fast- 
est trotting broomstick and clamors for a real 
horse. 

**T go to school!” Such is Johnny's an- 
nouncement now, and a sturdy little figure, 
with school-bag strapped about him, struts 
consequentially off to the halls of learning, his 
demure little sister gazing in awe after the 
miniature lord of creation. 

I have a little niece who went to Sunday 
school for the first time the other ~- 
Sunday. When she returned home 
her mamma asked her what she had 
learned. ‘‘ Nothing,” was the an- 
swer. ‘“Didn’t learn anything!” 
sayS mamma, surprised. ‘* Why, 
didn’t the teacher ask you any ques- --)——) 
tions?” ‘‘Ob, yes! mamma, she did. U7 = 
She asked me if I had any coppers.” 

It wasn't a Methodist Sunday school either. 

But a little while, and then bats and broom- 
sticks are thrown aside; dolls and dishes give 
place to beaux and parties. Our little girl be- 
comes a grown-up young lady; our little boy 
&@ grown-up man—both to realize, then, how 
far different the reality is from the simpler 
imagination of their childish days. 

‘Oh, to be a boy again!” the world-weary 
man exclaims, “ with all a boy's light-hearted 
enjoyment of life. No cares, no thought of to- 
morrow ; each day to take care of itself. What 
an elysium to look back upon, but it is gone 
forever.” 

The weary mother, nursing her baby, looks 
back with a sigh to those bygone days of sham 
housekeeping and unreal babies, never more to 
come back to her, but to be lived over again by 
her own boys and girls. 








The Drama of Old. 


LTHOUGH 
there has 
been in all 
races that 
natural love 
of imitation 
which 
prompts man 
to embellish 
with dramat- 
ic action the 
most simple 
narrative, 
yet, ifwe wish 
to trace the 
birth and 
early growth 
of dramatic, 
as apart from 
epic and lyric 
poetry, we 
must turn to the classic soil of Greece, the 

kindly mother of art and song. There are, it 
is true, instances in ancient Hebrew literature 

of dramatic dialogue, ¢. g., in the Book of Job, 

and of lyric poems in dramatic setting, ¢. g., 

Solomon's song. But as we understand the 

expression now, the Hebrews had no drama. 

The Hindoos and certain other ancient races 
had a slight approach to dramatic composition ; 
but to that marvelous people, the Greeks, the 
most gifted race the world has ever seen, it is 
that we owe the origin of the drama proper, 

It appeared at first only in a few festivals, 
chiefly those of the god Dionysius, or Bacchus, 
the earliest form being that of a choral song. 
Gradually it became purified from the extrane- 
ous pantomime and dance, and divided into the 
two parts, which it still retains—comedy and 
tragedy—the word tragedy, derived from 
the word for goat, either becauss a goat 
was sacrificed or because the players were 
dressed in goat-skins, or because a goat 
was the prize; and comedy, from a word 
meaning a village, because the players strolled 
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First Anarchist—Vot vas der madder mit Schimmelspeck ? 
Second Anarchist—His vife vill gif him to a boliceman ohf he don’d come home; und ohf he 


comes home she vill make him vork !—Puck. 





from village to village, or from a word meaning 
a revel—the revelers’ song. 

And so, as time went on, these crude 
dramatic efforts developed into a literature 
perhaps unequaled in the history of the world, 
the crowning glories of which were the plays 
of Aristophanes and Sophocles and Aischylus. 

The Romans were not a great dramatic 
people. In fact, their earliest productions 
were drawn from the Etruscans; and of their 
later efforts the most successful were copies 
from foreign masters, especially the Greeke. 
With the fall of Pagan Rome all art declined ; 
this being a very unfortunate result of the 
early diffusion of Christianity, a result brought 
about by the desire of the converts to avoid 
every approach towards idolatry (in pictures, 
statues, etc.)and by the increased solemnity 
with which life was regarded, a solemnity in- 
consistent with the lighter arts of life. Indeed, 
anyone connected with the theater was refused 
baptism ; and in course of time dramatic poetry 
existed among the Romans in the form only of 
Saturnalian pageants and similar relics of the 
past. 

To Italy belongs the honor of having 
awakened the dramatic spirit after its long 
sleep in the middle ages. This awakening 
spread throughout Europe, Spain giving her 
Cervantes and Calderon ; France her Corneille, 
Moliere, and Racine; Germany, her Lessing, 


her Vigillow, her Goethe; and England, her | 


“rare Ben Jonson,” her Shakespeare, and her 
Dryden. 

The progress of dramatic representation has 
kept pace with that of the drama itself. In 
the earliest ages it was of necessity very rude, 
there being scarcely such a thing as scenery or 
stage appointments, and the actors wearing 
masks. [From this, by the way, we have 
our word “person,” literally he who 
“sounded through the mask,” i. ¢., played 
a part.] Gradually these accessories improved. 
But with the Greeks and Romans the chief 
stress was always laid upon the actual utter- 
ance of the words, accompanied by appropriate 
gestures, i. e., upon individual acting. In this 
regard it is very doubtful whether the world 
has improved in the slightest degree upon the 
fundamental principles of Greek dramatic 
presentation. 

It was not customary with the Greeks and 
their imitators to have plays in theaters, as we 
understand thatterm. They were held, almost 
always, in open-air structures, or amphithea- 
ters. These were of beautiful construction, 
and their situation was always chosen with 
reference to its beauty and its fitness for the 
purpose, the material employed being stone, 
and generally marble. With the brilliant 


awnings (as a_ protection from the 
sun), with the bright sky above, and 
the blue sea in the distance, with 
the motley throngs seated tier above 


tier, all intent upon the slightest word and 
motion of the actor—for we are told that 
every man in Athens, however humble, was a 
critic of poetry and of acting—these gatherings 
must have indeed presented a spectacle calcu- 


lated to awaken all the genius and enthusiasm | 
| the counterfeit presentment of one who so 


of that gifted race. 

The Romans, whilst adopting the open air, 
or uncovered theater, so suitable to the south 
of Europe, yet were more fond of contests of 
strength and courage, such as combats, gladia- 
torial contests and mock naval battles. They 
had, however, regular theatrical performances, 
the actors being largely foreigners ; and every 
Roman city had its theater, remains of which 
are seen throughout Europe. How vast these 
were the ruinstellus. The Colosseum of Rome, 
of solid stone, which still stands, held sitting 
80,000, and sitting and standing, 110,000. Noth- 
ing is more interesting in the revelations from 
recent excavations at Pompeii than the bulletins 
or programmes of the performances at the va- 
rious theaters ere the ashes of Vesuvius hid 
that city from the world for 1800 years. 

In the middle ages the earliest form of repre- 
sentation was the miracle play, which depicted 
Bible events, the life of Joseph, the coming 
out of Egypt, and even the life of Christ. 
At first the influence of these miracle 
plays was undoubtedly good. They were 
under the supervision of the church; and 
there being no printed books, these were 
the most effective means of instruction. 
To us now it would appear rather incongruous 
to have God and Satan and the angels all 
represented on the stage and attired in the 
costume of the day; but to the simple-minded 
people of that age it seemed the most natural 
thing in the world, The Passion Play at Ober- 
Ammergau in Bavaria is a relic of this old- 
time custom. Indeed, the expression, Punch 
and Judy, still keeps it alive, for it means: 
Pontuis cum Judewis—Pontuis with the Jews. 

After a time, however, these miracle plays 
became so boisterous and irreverent that they 
were discouraged by the church. They were 
then superseded by the Morality Plays, in 
which the actors did not represent actual Bible 
personages, but moral qualities: mercy, peace, 
and so on, somewhat after the fashion of 
Bunyan’s Pilgrim's! Progress. These after a 











time declined in popularity—the people wanted 
something less abstract—and they were suc- 
ceeded by plays after the modern type; the first 
of such appearing in England in the middle of 
the sixteenth century, shortly before Shake- 
speare’s time. 

And who can estimate the advance from the 
old Globe theater where Shakespeare used to 
play, in the days when scenery was described, 
“This is a house,” etc., and when the moon 
was carried round and held up in the sky by a 
boy, to the perfectly appointed theater of to- 
day, bright with electric light and embellished 
with every device of the nineteenth century 
art? In nothing has the progress of the world 
been more clearly seen than on the stage set- 
tings of the drama; and yet the old dramatists 
remain still the envy and despair of the play- 
wrights of all time. 


Hamilton, Ont. J. H. Lone. 





Art and Artists. 


G, A. Reid, R. C. A., has returned from his 
vacation in the Catskill Mountains, where he 
has built a large studio for future use. He is 
at present busy on a work for the World’s Fair. 
About two hundred of the choicest pictures of 
Mr. and Mrs, Reid will be on exhibition at the 
Mart, December 10, 11, 12 and 13. 

* 





Miss Peel is at work on a bust of Prof, 
Loudon, president of Toronto University. 


F.S. Challoner, A. R. C, A., with his usual 
modesty purposes sending but few pictures to 
Chicago and they are all small ones. 

+ 


O. P. Staples is at present busy doing 
illustrating for Christmas publications. 
W. A. Sherwood, A. R.C.A., has lately 


finished a capital portrait of Amilius Irving, 
Q. C., and in the opinion of many it is his best 


work, 
o 


J. A. Radford, O.S. A., has made a promising 
sketch of the picture he will send to Chicago. 
If he carries it through properly it will distance 
anything I have seen from his brush for a long 
time. 


J. W. L. Forster, A. R. C. A., lately presented 
his well known portrait in oil of Sandford 
Fleming, C. E., LL. D., C. M. G., to the Cana- 
dian Inatitute, which highly appreciated the 
handsome gift, the doctor having been the 
founder and first president of the Institute. The 
picture will have an historical value. The Insti- 
tute passed the following resolution of thanks : 
*“Moved by G, Kennedy, Ph.D., seconded by 
Mr. Pursey, In accepting from Mr. Forster his 
magnificent gift of a portrait of our distinguish. 
ed honorary member, Sandford Fleming, C.E., 
LL D., C.M.G., the members of the Canadian 
Institute desire to express their appreciation 
of the unselfish devotion to art and the interest 
of the Institute which has prompted Mr. 
Forster to the generous act ; and they hereby 
tender to him their sincere gratitude for so 
fine a specimen of his handiwork, which will, 
they trust, hand down to future generations 


deservedly holds a high placa in the respect, 
not only of the members of the Institute, but 


| of the entire Dominion of Canada.” 


.* 

G. Bruenech, A.R.C.A., will hold an ex- 
hibition of his paintings in water color at Bain’s 
bookstore, King street, next week. Among 
his best are: St. Paul’s, London ; Summer Af- 
ternoon, North Cape, Norway; Bogo Sound, 
Norway ; A Gray Day, and Roussdal Valley, 
Norway. - 

T. Mower Martin, R.C.A., will do a large 
painting of the Rockies on the C. P. R. and one 
of his charming deer subjects for the Colum- 
bian Exhibition. The Toronto artists will un- 
doubtedly make a good showing, both in num- 
ber and quality of pictures sent. 

> 


Sam Jones will open the interesting winter 
lectures of the Ontario Society of Artists with 
his well known and entertaining talk on Tom 
Hood. a 


O. S. Wilkinson, O.S.A., accepted an invita- 
tion from the Hamilton Art School to be pre- 
sent and distribute the prizes to the students, 


He also had an exhibition of his water colors 
in the council chamber of the Mountain City, 
for the benefit of students and the public. In 
resenting the prizes Mr Wilkinson refrained 
rom making anything in the shape of an ad- 
dress, and learning afterwards that something 
had been expected of him he wrote a letter to 
Mr. Adam Brown, president of the society, 
which was published in the Hamilton papers. 
He pointed out the mee now enjoyed by 
art students: how they did not require to 
sess riches and maintain a costly existence 

a remote cities, for close at were organi- 
zation, good masters, and in the mountain and 
lake, scenery in great variety, for Hamilton 


young people especially. 


At Matthew Bros.,, Yonge street, F. M. 
Bell-Smith has on display the best paintings 
in water colors he ever turned out. These 
were nearly all executed abroad and are of such 
merit as to justify the interest they Chey 


among art lovers, AN. 
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The Touch of a Vanished Hand 


Written for Saturday Night by Rev. J. Smiley. 


The following curious old manuscript I have 
just unearthed from a pile of rubbish which I 
was sorting over preparatory to committing it 
tothe flames. It contains a story so curious, so 
out of the —— run of newspaper stories 
and of such breathless interest withal that I 
think it were a pity it should be destroyed. 
This is my excuse for submitting it to the 
general reader on its merits. 

The manuscript came into my hands in this 
way. I have always had what some would 
term a mania for collecting old books. Tae an- 
nouncement of a book auction would be suf- 
ficient at any time to < ue ee teas 

ressing engagement for that ev , 

Goller "peare 1 bought without method or 
system, anything, everything so long as it was 
qheap. It may be easily surmised that I 
bought a lot of rubbish which, after a cursory 
glance over, I would consign to the limbo of a 
chest which I kept_stored away in the garret, 
contents of which I considered neither useful 
enough to be worth referring to again nor 
ornamental enough to adorn my book-shelves. 

Bundles of these old books and manuscripts 
that one must perforce buy without pre- 
vious examination had a special attraction for 
me. That I bought not wisely, but lavishly, 
several chests now stored away in the garret 
could attest, any one of which I would be will. 
ing to sell by the hundredweight. But while 
I got much that was worthless, I would occa- 
sionally strike a prize. 

It was away back in the sixties that I bought 

a bundle of old MSS. in this way, which on 
examination proved to be sermons, dated at a 
place called Twickenham sand written during 
the years 194546 and 47. They were neatly 
written, but the spelling was old fashioned and 
the grammar not always according to Lindley 
Marray, but they were signed with an utterly 
illegible flourish such as was affected by the 
literati of those days. I gave a cursory exami- 
mation to a tew of those sermons, but what was 
not high Calvinism in them was Immersion- 
ism, and as I did not incline to make a hobby 
of either of these I tumbled the whole pile 
without further examination into that particu- 
lar chest which was then in process of being 
filled up. There they have lain till a few days 
ago, when in searching for something else I 
was attracted by the appearance of one of 
the sermons, as I took them all to be. It 
was tied around with a faded blue ribbon, 
on the knot of which was enstamped a seal 
bearing the impress in wax of the initials R. V. 
in old English letters. I again examined the 
signa‘ure and with the help of the initials tried 
to read it, but whether it was Vardon, or 
Verdon, or Watson, or Wilson, or Vampire, or 
something else must remain mere guess work 
I suppose till the end ofthe chapter. The first 
sentence, however, caught my attention, which 
never flagged until the last syllable had been 
deciphered, and even yet it possesses an almost 
weird fascination forme. The only liberty I 
have taken with it is to correct the spelling and 
eliminate a few expressions which would ap- 
pear coarse to the refined eyes of our more 
modern readers. Without title or preamble 
the MS. commenced : 

‘*T am a preacher of the gospel and believe I 
am becoming insane. I have always had an in- 
terest in psychological studies and now propose 
to make one of myself. my object being to keep 
a record of those mental processes by which the 
reason is gradually but surely dethroned. I feel 
it coming with the stealthy but certain en- 
croachment of fate. I have no means at present 
of determining whether itis to be violent mad- 
ness or simple imbecility. It may be neither, 
and that is what I dread almost more than 
either of the above, namely, that species of 
lunacy which is quite obvious at intervals to 
one s own family but in which the subject has 
cunning enough left to conceal it from the out- 
side world. I can already seein imagination 
my wife and children contemplating me with 
sidelong glances in which pity is more than half 
concealed by alook of horror which they promptly 
try to conceal by turning their faces away as my 
eyes seek theirs. I know they would consider 
no calamity short of capital crime equal to the 
disgrace of having an insane father, and when 
the thing comes upon me they will make every 
effort possible to conceal it from the world. 

‘*But I want the world to get the benefit of 
= present investigation of my own case. 

ith that object I make thisrecord. But how 
shall I preserve it when completed? IfI put it 
under lock and key they will surely find it and 
destroy it, as they will have no record of an in- 
sane father go down through the ages. I 
thought this question over before I commenced 
to write and made my resolve. I will write it 
on my sermon paper and file it away among my 
old sermons. It will be as safe there from 
molestation as ifit were buried in the family 
Bible. This of itself is a species of insane cun.- 
ning which makes me smile. I believe I almost 
take a degree of satisfaction in this proof that 
the work of undermining my reasonis well 
under way. Still, [have sense enough to be 
lieve a record of my symptoms may be of bene- 
fit to my fellowmen by serving as beacon lights 





t? warn them of the indications which lead up 
to the final catastrophe. 
‘*The first symptom in my case is insomnia. 


Nor ordinary insomnia, such asI have been 
troubled with at intervals for many years. 
Toat simply means sleeplessness. You lie 
awake in bed, tossing around the whole night 
long and trying to go to sleep. Perhaps for 
two or three nights in succession you will not 
sleep a wink, and then you go off into a sixteen 
or twenty hour slumber from which the last 
trumpet could hardly awaken you. Mine is 
not like that at all. I have had it now for 
more than three weeks, and for more than one 
week the conviction has been strengthening 
that it is to be permanent. This is what is 
driving me insane. The conviction of its per- 
manence is more maddening than the insomnia 
itself. IfI could get rid of this conviction I 
feel that I might be cured. If there was any 
wavering in the conviction, if it was weaker 
some days than others I might hope to get rid 
of it, but when every succeeding day only 
strengthens it and fixes it more firmly in my 
mind I know that no human intellect can stand 
the strain much longer. When the final catas- 
trophe comes, who shall say what has caused 
it? Was it the insomnia or the conviction of | 
its pormanence? Herein may }be a valuable | 
question for experts in insanity-to consider. I | 
believe if [could be this]day convinced that | 
Pre ee A not pommnancet I should this 
sleep like an infant, and ing | 
I should Se onsed ee See | 
“* So far as I know all insane patients have a | 
dominant hallucination. That is what sane 
people call it, but to the insane man it is as real 
as anything that enters into his experience, I | 
have no hallucination, unless this conviction 
that I shall never enjoy a natural, healchful 
sleep again be one. I would to God someone 
could convince me that it is a mere delusion 
Bat I have not described my malady. Just 
as soon as my head touches the pillowa nasty 
little headache comes and settles down in the 
middle of my forehead and commences rum- 
maging around within a limited area. I do 
not feel it at all during the day. It has come so 
regularly and so often now at night, however, 
that I look upon it as a person and not a thing. 
When I feel its touch so  panen every night 
I just smile to myself and say, ‘I told you so,’ 
That simply means that while preparing for 
bed a passing wonder wil! sometimes flit into 
my mind whether it will be here again on time 
but I always say, ‘Yes, i: is sure to come.’ 
Hence when it does come, ‘I told you so’ is 
the Job’s comfort I take in the event. The 
reason I have personified this headache is, I 
sometimes fancy it talks to me. It sees 
things and keeps telling me what it sees 
and hears, and it is this incessant chatter 
all night long that keeps me awake. For the 
first three or four nights I thought perhaps 
this headache was owing to some irrezularit 
of diet and that a pill or a bath or a valk 





eee a ee 





re bedtime would drive it away. But I 
“ee tried all these and a dozen other oe 
without avail. The headache without doubt is 
the cause of the insomnia, but what is the 
cause of the headache? That mystery I cannot 
fathom. So far as I know I have _per- 
fect physical health, my appetite is good, my 
pulse and ite arte dy normal have no 
cause for special worry, no exacting orfatiguing 
brain work. My surroundings are healthful. 
I take plenty of exercise. Then why should I 
have this headache at night? Why not also 
during the day? Someone wiser than I must 
grapple with these questions. 

**In fact, it is hardly a headache at all, the 
ache is so faint. It is merely a fe ling of un- 
easiness in that particular spot, just sufficient 
to concentrate the consciousness uponit. But 
I would rather have a jumping headache that 
would make me scream and the pain of which 
would exhaust my physical energies, for I know 
in that case nature would in mercy send ob 
livion sooner or later in a healthy, dreamless 
sleep. But this little ache, with its smirk as it 
settles down to work and commences an all- 
night clatter is exasperating in the extreme 
when I know what it forebodes. And just here 
seems the right place to describe what it does 
foreboie. First of all, a half hour of intense 
effort in. the exercise of will power to ignore it, 
refuse to listen to its chatter, and go to sleep. 
Then a sense of being worsted, a knowledge 
that it isof no use and an abandonment of 
myself totheinevitable. My sight and hearin 
are preternaturally acute; I can hear every tic 
of my watch and every purr of the cat down- 
stairs as distinctly as if close to myear. A 
distinct image forms itself before my eye of 
every object suggested to the mind. y little 
headache tells me what people are sayingin 
their bedchambers. I hear the snoring of 
Daddy Storms a block away and this aggra- 
vates my own consciousness of wakefulness. 
Sooner or later, every night comes a sense of 
dual personality. Ilie on the bed facing the 
window with my eyes open. I see Mars setting 
in the west while Arcturus is about an hour 
high I see my other self ata wayside inn. 
My wife and children sit with me before a 
blazing hearth. Weare waiting for the stage 
coach. It strikes meas utterly absurd that I 
can be in both places, but both are equally real 
tome, The bugle sounds and the coach drives 
past to the stable where the horses are to 
be changed. My wife gathers the children 
around her and hurries out to secure good 
places in the coach, while remain to 
gather up their belongings. There are 
scarfs, and shawls, and mittens, and a lunch 
basket, and a carpet-bag. I try to gather all 
up and get off, as I have a desperate dread of 
being left behind, but as I pile one thing after 
another on my arms, something else drops off. 
I will be left sure. I make a scoop with both 
arms and try to enclose everything and rush 
out. The bugle has already sounded, the coach 
has started, and in spite of my shouting and 
effort I am left sure enough. Perspiration 
streams from every pore. I instinctively raise 
my hand to my forehead as I lie in bed, and 
sure enough I have wiped a handful of perspira- 
tion from my own brow, which I saw just a 
moment ago on the brow of my other self. 

“Do you say it wasa dream? So would I if 
I did not know better. How could it be a 
dream when all through its duration I was 
lying there reasoning with myself? *‘ You must 
be dreaming,’ I would say. But I can’t be 
dreaming ; there is the window and there the 
looking-giass on the wall, and all the familiar 
objects in the bed-room faintly outlined by the 
starlight. Youcan pinch yourself; you know 
right well you are wide awake, and yet there 
you are, your other self, just left by the coach. 
But where? My other self had disappeared. 

“This is a mere specimen. There is not a 
night of my recent life that I have not been 
conscious of this double consciousness. And 
the one is just as real to me as the other. 
Nearly always when I see my other self he is in 
some sort of predicament in which great dan- 
ger is imminent, or some disturbing influence 
already upon him, and I suffer, the ‘I’ upon the 
bed suffers all the other ‘I’ would suffer if the 
visions in which he is concerned were actual 
realities. Even as I lie contemplating my two 
egos, I often find myself wondering whether 
there is not a third ego, viz.: That which keeps 
wondering how long this thing can last with- 
out unhinging my mind, 

‘*The thought of this double or treble con- 
sciousness is never absent for a moment during 
the day. Iam mostly willing to admit to my- 
self that he has no other than a visionary ex- 
istence, but frequently I find myself scrutiniz- 
ing narrowly the countenances and conduct of 
people whom I come in contact with. ‘What is 
my object?’ I ask myself, and the answer comes 
truthfully to'‘me from some source, ‘To discover 
your other self.’ * How do you expect to recog- 
nize him?’ ‘* Bycertain symptoms of insanity,’ 
And this narrow scrutiny of others has this 
result, that, while I have not met a trace of 
my alter ego, I have discovered unmistakable 
signs of aberration of mind in my neighbors 
and friends. At first I could only find one 
or two in a day with such symptoms, but 
the number has_ increased so _ rapidly 
that I am persuaded fully fifty per cant, 
of the people I meet now in a day are promis- 
ing candidates foran insane asylum. But here 
Irun up against a dead wall, and my impact 
with it gives me the shivers. It is this 
thought: Do notallinsane people believe them- 
selves sane and everybody else insane? I am 
afraid it is so. Just as the drunken man 
fancies others are reeling, even the trees and 
hedges reel in his mind, whereas he himself is 


Deacon Hopcraft—I call, 
Brother Woolibrane—I's got four aces. 





the only unstable element among them. So it 
must be with me; yet, even as I shiver at the 
thought, Iam conscious of a measure of satis 
faction in contemplating every additional evi 
dence of my mental unsoundness, My reputa 
tion seems to be at stake in this matter, I 
would almost be better pleased to have my 
suspicion confirmed that I am losing my reason 
than to have somebody a tage to me that Iam 
capable of writing all this without having the 
slightest foundation, in fact, for it. 

“Then there is this which bothers me: I can 
never hold any impression very long at a time 
except the one I have mentioned that I am 
never to sleep again. Even as I write and try 
to persuade myself that I am surely losing my 
mental equipoise, my other self is at my elbow 
tt me how absurd such a notiop is. 

ust now he argues this way: ‘ You have said 
that insane people consider themselves sane ; 
you consider yourself insane or approaching it, 
therefore, according to your own argument you 
cannot be insane.” Then I will say: ‘But how 
can I have these notions which no sane man 
could cherish?’ And then the reply is: ‘The 
very fact that you admit they are mere notions 
isa proof of your sanity.’ ‘ But,’ say I, ‘how 
can you account for the rapid increase in the 
supposed insanity of the people I meet?’ There 
is no reply to this and I take it as unanswer- 
able. Then I make this calculation: If in nine 
days the number of insane people I meet has 
increased from one or two in a day to fifty per 
cent. of all I meet now, it will only take nine 
more days to increase this ratio to a hundred 

r cent., and then I shall be clean daft myself. 

his is how the matter appears to me, and my 
record of the development of my symptoms 
during the next nine days ought to be interest- 
ing reading, and I hope and pray it may be 
helpful to someone into whose hands it may 
fall. Atthe present sitting I will only record 
one other fact, which is a striking and all but 
conclusive proof that my malady is approach- 
ing a climax, 

**T have spoken of my alter ego being clearly 
visible and very real to me during the night. 
So far I have not seen him at all during the day 
till yesterday. I was sitting in my arm chair 
by the fire, brooding. I — I must have 
been brooding, although I have no rememb- 
rance of what was passing through my mind. 
But on raising my eyes and looking towards 
my writing table saw my other self sitting 
there absorbed in the task of writing a sermon, 
I watched him with curious interest for some 
moments, looking from one to the other to 
make very sure that there were twoof us, I 
had never seen him soclose before. He was 
my exact counterpart. I was afraid to speak, 
almost to move, lest I shouid dispel the illu- 
sion. I was able to follow the words as he 
wrote them. I was able to divine the thoughts 
which gave them birth. My whole soul was 
absor in the subject which was absorbing 
him, I did not move a muscle except to breathe, 
and that very quietly, till the last syllable was 
recorded and the signature appended. I then 
stealthily approached the chair from behind. 
I was anxious to prove by contact whether he 
was an illusion or a substantial reality. I 
seized hisarm. Just as I expécted, my fingers 

assed through it and closed on themselves. 

here was no arm tangible, there was no alter 
ego visible, but there was the sermon he had 
written in my own handwriting and my own 
exact signature thereto duly appended. The 
shock was terrific. Perspiration was trickling 
from every pore in my body. Some living thin 
was struggling to retain its place in my he 
which the perspiration was forcing out. Surely, 
thought I, this is the catastrophe that I have 
dreaded yet half hoped for. I put up my hand 
to my brow ; the perspiration was ice cold to 
my touch. I sank into the chair and must 
have lost consciousness for a time. 

** When I woke up the fire on the hearth had 
burned down. Darkness overspread the land- 
scape without. A feeling of drowsiness as im 
— as death itself urged me to my couch, 

lay down and remember nothing more till the 
sun was high in the heavens this morniog. I 
felt like anew man on awakening. My first 
sensation was that of having enjoyed an in- 
vigorating, healthful, dreamless sleep. My first 
action was to get down on my knees and 
thank God for His mercy. Even asI prayed 
and gave thanks a voice seemed to 
whisper to me, ‘‘The spell is broken; you 
are saved.” I went around the house 
with a clear head and a light and thankful 
heart, till in process of time my eyes fell spon 
the sermon, which in the meantime I had for- 
gotten, and all the old tumult of couflicting emo 
tions returned with increased intensity. When 
the seething, swirling tumult had partially 
spent itself my resolve was taken. I would 
make a record of my experience up to date 
while I yet have the power. If the spell be 
indeed broken there will be no need to add 
more to this than the simple record that Iam 
cured. IfI sleep to-night like an infant I will 
consider my cure effected, but if I see my alter 
ego again or have to listen to the chatter of my 
headache companion I will not be able to- 
morrow to write anything coherently.” 


Here the MS. ends abruptly. True, there 
is an appearance of afew lines having been 
added, but ina different ink or some material 
that has been so completely faded as only to 
leave a suspicion that they were ever written. 
It is curious how the touch of this vanished 
hand has taken hold of me. What perplexing 
questions it suggests. How it more tban half 
reveals how little we know even about our- 
selves. How thankful it has made me fora 
sound mind ina healthy body. How inestim- 
able a blessing refreshing sleep is and what an 
ingrate I am to allow the good Lord to load 
me down daily with so many benefits and yet 
do so little for Him in return in token of my 
gratitude. Hoping that similar desires and 
resolves may be engendered in the breast of all 
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Deacon Hopcraft (scooping in the chips)—’Tain’t no good, 


Brother Woolibrane— 
Deacon Hopcraft—Nero ! 
Brother Woolibrane— What's dat. 


hy, what you got ? 


Deacon Hoperaft— You ain't ‘lowed to tell.—Puck. 
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Folding Beds 


Every householder interested, as extra accommodation 
can be made in Library, Parlor, Sitting room, Office 


or Hall. 


PRICES FROM $16 TO $18 WOEYMIF SS 
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BIVYONGE STREET, TORONTO. 





who read, I submit this curious record to the 
light of day. 
— 


Rather Superficial. 


Bloobumper.—After all, beauty is only skin 


deep. 
Spa 
that. 


tts.—In many cases it is not so deep as 
It is often !aid on the skin’s surface. 





Mr. Hobb’s Aspiration. 

‘“*T don’t care nothin’ about bein’ made a 
lord,” said Mr. Hobbs; ‘‘ but ef the gov’ment 
was a mind to make my wife a lady I wouldn’t 
put nothin’ in their way.” 





How Remarkable. 
Riggs—There was one thing I could ber as 
chensly at Surfville-by-the-sea as I could at 
home. 
Biggs— What in the world was it? 
Riggs—Postage stamps. 





A Wifely Rebuke. 
‘**T think I'll have an oil portrait made,” said 
Mr. Derrick, who had become suddenly rich in 


petroleum. * 
‘“‘There you go talking shop again!” ex- 
claimed his wife, who was taking lessons in 


culture, 
—_——_—__-___ + = —_____-— 
A Paradox. 
Mr. New—On the stage they always have 
such dolt, woodeny actors to represent dukes 


and kings. 
Mr. Know—Yes; that’s so as to have them 


true to life. 





Their Way. 

Mr. Bragg A. Docio (of Chicago)—Yes, sir; 
when we people attempt to do anything we 
roll up our sleeves and pitch in. 

Mr. Fulton (of New York)—Yes, I have 
noticed it ; I took dinner in your town once. 






































Change in Time for New York via Erie 
Railway. 

You can leave Union Station, Toronto, at 
1250 p.m., arrive in Buffalo at 5.55 p.m. and 
leave Buffalo at 7.30 p.m., arriving in New York 
at 7.30 next morning, which makes this train 
two hours faster than ever before. You can 
also leave Toronto at 11 p.m., connecting with 
the Erie flyer at Hamilton, which is a solid 
vestibule train through to New York. 





Quite a Question. 
Brown.—If you go over there where the ice 
is thin you’ll get drowned. 
Little Johnnie.—If that’s so, pa, how was it 
a man who put up the danger-sign didn’t fall 
n { 





Excursion to Ci y of Mexico. 


On Nov. 19 to 26 inclusive, the Wabash Rail- 
way will sell tickets to the City of Mexico at 
lowest first-class fare for the round trip. 
Tickets good going via Detroit and St. Louis 
and returning via are or vice versa, valid 
up to Dec. 31. This will be the grandest —, 
tunity ever given tosee this ancient land of 
the Aztecs. Words fail in describing the 
majestic and beautiful scenery on this trip, 
admitted to be without equal on the American 
continent and not surpassed in the world. Fall 
particalars at the Wabash new office, north- 
east corner of King and Yonge streets, 
Toronto. 





Pressed For Time, 
**Tan’t Slowboy always behind in his work?” 
**T haven’t found him so. Why do you ask ?” 
“Well, it’s taken him five years, eleven 
months and a half to sign a check for fifty dol- 
lars borrowed money.” 








It May be interesting to Know 


That when excursion rates are made to Chicago 
for people who live in the East, to enable them 
to attend the Worlds Fair next year, it is con- 
templated by the Western roads to also make 
excursion rates from Chicago to all principal 
business and tourist points in the West, North- 
west and Southwest, so that those who de- 
sire to spend a few weeks among their 
friends in the Great West, may have an 
opportunity of so doing without incurring 
much additional expense. It may be well to 
consider this subject in advance of actual time 
of starting, and the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. 
Paul Railway Co. has issued maps and time 
tables and other instructive reading matter, 
which it will be glad to furnish free of expense 
upon application by postal card addressed to 
A. J. Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Pal- 
mer House Block, Toronto, Ont., or to Geo. H. 
eee General Passenger Agent, Chicago, 
nois, 


Cardinal Gibbons at Chicago. 


Among those who took part in the Columbus 
celebration at Chicago was His Eminence Car- 
dinal Gibbons, in whose prayer occur these 
eloquent words: “‘ As nineteen hundred years 
ago men assembled in Jerusalem from various 
portions of the Old World to hear from the li 
of the apostles ‘the wonderful works of God,’ 
so shall we soon behold men assembled here 
trom Europe, Asia, Africa and Australia, from 
the islands of the Atlantic and Pacific, as well 
as from all parte of the American continent, to 
contemplate the wonderful works of man—of 
man createdto thine image and likeness; of 
man endowed with divine intelligence ; of 
man, the productions of whose genius manifest 
thy wisdom and creative power not less clearly 
than ‘the heavens which declare thy glory, and 
the firmament which showeth forth the works 
of thy hands.’ And as every contemplative 
‘ being and student of nature ‘finds tongues in 





Stop! 
And Save $2 


From November Ist until Xmas, best finished Cabinet 
Photos, both head and figures reduced, from four dollars to 


$2.00 PER DOZEN 


for one or more dozens. 





Show proofe. No deviation to anyone. Students in- 
vitation. Orders from old negative at the same rates, be- 
cause of ticket peddlers. 


Walker's Photos Are the Best 


147 YONGE STREET 





trees, books in the running brooks and sermons 
in stones,’ and rises from nature to nature's 
God, so will he devoutly rise from the contem- 
plation of these works of human skill to the 
admiration of Thee, the uncreated architect. 
For every artist and man of genius who will 
exhibit his works within these inclosures must 
say, with the Royal Prophet, ‘Thy hands, O 
God, have made and fashioned me, and with 
Bezaleel, who framed the ancient tabernacle, 
he must confess that thy spirit enlightened his 


| understanding and guided his hands,” 


—_— Oe 


Cannot Refrain. 

‘**T cannot refrain,” writes Mr. Robert George 
Watts, M.A., M.D., M.R.C.S., Albion House, 
Quadrant Road, Canonbury, N. London, Eng., 
‘from testifying to the efficacy of St. Jaco 
Oil in case of chronic rheumatism, sciatica and 
neuralgia.” 





Named. 


McCorkle—Do you know what is the best 
thing out ? 

McCrackle—No; what is it ? 

McCorkle—I haven't decided whether it’s an 
aching tooth or a conflagration. 


The Best 
Families 


USE THE DELHI CANNING CO’S 


Canned Goods 


Which are Prepared Specially for the 
BEST FAMILY TRADE 


icure Corn, Sifted Select Peas, 
Fine French Beans and Epicure 


Catsup are Special Brands. 


When purchasing, ask your grocer for those Brands. 
See that the Name and Mapel Leaf is on every can and 
bottle, which are guaranteed. 
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The Canada 
Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 


MAnocracrunsrs oF Rariwep SuGARS OF THE WSLL-KNOWR 
BRAND 


OF THE HIGHEST QUALITY AND PURITY 
Made by the Latest Processes, and Newest and Best Ma- 
chinery, not surpassed anywhere. 


LUMP SUGAR 


In 560 and 100 Ib. boxes. 


‘‘CROWN” Granulated 
Special Brand, the finest which can be made. 
EXTR 


A GRANULATED 


Very Superior Quality. 


CREAM SUGARS 


(Not dried). 


YELLOW SUGARS 


Of all Grades and Standards. 


SYRUPS 


Of all Grades in Barrels and hal! Barzele. 


SOLE MAKERS 


Of high clase Syrups in Tins, 2 tbe. and 8 Ib. each. | 
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Mr. Grumble’s Cure. 


“The old story—the cofiee cou, che fire 
nearly out, and the room full of stifling 


smoke |” 


Mr. Grumble drew his chair up to the break- 
fast table as he spoke, with the face of a 


ag 
“The coffee is only just made, dear,” said 


Mrs, Grumble, a pretty, timid-looking woman 
with soft blue eyes an 


” 


day.’ 


‘**Of course he did—nobody ever keeps pro- 
mises to us,” groaned Mr. Grumble. ‘If it had 
been Smith, now, the chimney would have 
Do give me a piece of 
steak that is at least warmed through; we're 
not cannibals, that I know of, to eat our meat 
raw. But that’s always the way—we never 
had a cook that understood how to broil a 


been seen to long ago. 


steak,” 
“But, my dear ——” said Mrs. Grumble, 


**Don’t tell me,” interrupted Mr. Grumble, 
“T know — how things ought to be done, 
asn’t come yet, I suppose? No, of 

I really wish somebody would en- 
lighten me as to why my paper is always half 
If that 
baby doesn’t leave off crying, I shall certainly 


The paper 
course not. 


an hour later than anybody else’s. 


gO crazy.” 


‘** Its teeth trouble it,” sighed Mrs, Grumble, 
leaving the breakfast-table to walk up and 


down the room with her fretful little charge. 


‘**Oh; nonsense!” said Mr. Grumble sharply, 
charging at a slice of toast with his fork ; ‘* you 


coddle it too much, that’s all.” 


Mrs. Grumble thought of the general commo- 
been thrown 
reviously, when Mr. Grumble 
But she only nestled 
the baby’s velvet head against her shoulder, 
and said nothing—woman’s way of disposing of 


tion into which the house h 
about a month 
had had the toothache, 


&@ great many little martyrdoms. 


‘*Now, then, where's =, hat?” demanded 


Mr. Grumble, rising and looking round, ‘‘ Very 
singular that that hat is never in its place!” 
“It is just where you hung it yourself, papa, 


in the hall,” said little Harry, from behind his 


spelling- book. 

** Children shouldn't talk so much,” said Mr, 
Grumble tartly. ‘‘My dear, that rent in the 
lining of my overcoat isn’t mended yet—why 
did you not see to it?” 

** T intended to do so,” said his wife apologet- 
ically, ‘‘but you know we had company last 
night, and the baby slept so badly that I 
a rather later than usual this morning; 

at.” 


brown braids; “and I 
don’t really think the room is very cold. As 
for the smoke, I am sorry, but the man pro- 
mised me to have the chimney seen to yester- 


The instant she finds leisure she will look to 
my clothes,” 

‘I don’t see how a woman can spend her 
whole time keeping house and looking after a 
pack of children,” observed Uncle Tompkins 
incredulously. 

About ten o'clock the old gentleman was 
ushered to the spare room, accompanied by a 
precession of medicine phials, a tub of hot 
water, woolen dressing robes, and heated 
blankets for his feet, and his absence occasioned 
very general relief. 

‘*What an insufferable old duffer that is!” 
exclaimed Mr. Grumble, throwing himself, 
with a sigh of satisfaction, into his favorite 
seat once more. ‘‘ My dear Bessie, how could 
you endure his eternal fault-finding?” 

**ITam accustomed to that, Henry ; it is the 
lesson most married women are obliged to 
learp,” replied Mrs. Grumble, with a slight 


sigh, 

Her husband pricked up his ears a little 
uneasily. ‘‘ Accustomed toit?” What did she 
mean? It was not possible—it could not be 
possible—that he was like that odious old 
Uncle Tompkins. And yet he wished Bessie 
had not spoken in that way, somehow it made 
him feel excessively uncomfortable, 
days passed away, Uncle Tompkins growing 
more and more intolerable the whole time, 
while Mr. Grumble improved the occasion by 
making a sort of mental looking-glass of that 
worthy old gentleman. 

** Upon—my—word,” said he to himself, ‘I 
must have been a perfect nuisance all these 
years. Why didn’t somebody tell me of it?” 

At length Uncle Tompkins went away, 
flannel robes, medicine bottles, and all, and on 
the evening of the same day Tom Carlton 
arrived, from a temporary absence, nobody 
knew where, 

**So uncle has been visiting you?” he said 
gaily, to Mr, Grumble, 

‘* Yes,” said the latter, with a slight grimace. 

‘* What sort of a looking man is he?” 

Mr. Grumble was silent for a moment. 

**Do you know,” he exclaimed, bursting into 
a perplexed laugh, “ I couldn’t describe a single 
feature of his face. He was always enveloped 
like an Egyptian mummy, in a silk handker- 
chief, something like that one you have in your 
hand. However, I’m heartily glad he’s gone ; 
with my permission he shall never Set foot in 
this house again!” 

‘*No?” said Tom archly. 

“The most intolerable fault-finder I ever 
met with,” said Mr. Grumble; ‘‘ absolutely the 
most disagreeable man who ever cumbered the 
earth! Idon't see how it is possible to growl 
at everything as he did.” 

‘* That’s not an uncommon failing, I believe,” 
observed Tom, demurely smiling. 
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jolly comfortable, don’t you know.” 





Mr. Weatherwet: ‘‘ By jove! but these Melissa Coats are the proper thing. You would 
scarcely believe I had been out all day in this blooming storm ; and here I am, quite dry and 
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i Art Metropole 





131 Yonge Street (Opposite Temperance 8t. 
TORONTO 
IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN 
Artists’ Colors, Brushes, Canvas, Academ 
Board, China Colors, Enamel Paints 
AND ALL 


ARTISTS AND DECORATIVE SUPPLIES 


_—- 


We deal only with the leading and eta: 
whose goods we are able to quote at the vay lowes Sao’ 


TELEFHONE 2124 








Si :k Headache and relieve all the troubles inei 
dent to a bilious state of the system. such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Litre Liver Pius 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


Miss Drencher : “Oh, yes; I have worn my Melissa for more than a year, in all kinds of 
weather ; and the beauty of it is, there is none of that clammy, air-tight feeling about it, nor 
that horrid smell one gets from other waterproofs.” 


Mr. W.: ‘‘There seem to be several poor imitations of this Melissa Cloth on the market, so 
one has to be careful, you know, and always look for the Melissa Trade Mark on every garment 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 


** Always some excuse,” interrupted her liege 
lord. ‘‘I really don’t understand the reason 
that rT is ever done in this house.” 

He gave the front door rather an emphatic 
slam as he went out, and little Mrs. Grumble, 


‘“*Very likely,” said his brother-in-law em- 
phatically ; ‘‘ but his visit has been productive 
of at least one good effect—it has completely 
cured me of any tendency I might have had 










e. Students in- 
he same rates, be- 

Carter's Lirrie Liver Pits are very smal} 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
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instead of rebelling against her husband's iron 
rule, just sat down and cried. 

Mr. Grumble wasn’t by any means a bad hus- 
band. He really loved his wife, and believed 
himself to be a pattern of conjugal amiability ; 
only he had, somehow or other, fallen into the 
unconscious habit of fault-finding, and like 
many another individual, whenever he couldn't 
think of anything else to do, he grumbled, 

“Crying again, Bessie!” exclaimed her bro- 
ther, coming in an hour ortwo later. ‘“ Now, 
that’s too bad! -I suppose Henry has been 
treating you to another domestic growi? I’ve 
a great mind to tell him how uncomfortable 

ou are made by his little eccentricities. Shall 
, Bess?” 

**No, no—I wovldn’t have you breathe a sy!l- 
lable to him for the world!” eagerly exclaimed 
Mrs. Grumble, hurriedly drying her tears. 
* Henry doesn’t mean to annoy me. He has 
the kindest heart in the world, and I know he 
loves me!” 

‘* IT dare say he does,” said young Mr. Carlton, 
**but why is he fretting and fault-finding hour 
after hour, and day after day?) Upon my word, 
Bessie, I think it’s an oversight in our laws 
that there is not one to punish married men 
who scold |” 

** Don't talk so, Tom,” said Mrs. Grumble 
earnestly. ‘' Henry isn’t at all to blame, onl 
baby is very troublesome, and I had an indif- 
ferent night's rest, and———” 

* Oh, ah!—I understand,” said Tom signific- 
antly, smiling. ‘‘My dear little, forgiving 
Bess, you ought to be made a martyr of.” He 
sat a moment or two in deep thought, then 
suddenly nee Oe exclaimed : ‘*I must be 
gone, orI shall too late at the station to 
meet Uncle Tompkins. Did I mention to you, 
by the way, that Uncle Tompkins was coming 
to visit you?” 

‘“*Uncle Tompkins? I didn’t know we had an 
Uncle Tompkins, Tom.” 

** Didn’t you, dear? Well, please to prepare 
your best bed-room for company—the old gen- 
tleman is rather particular—grumbles a good 
deal, in fact; but then you are used to that 
sort of thing.” 

‘*But, Tom, I don’t quite understand——” 

‘Don’t detain me now, Bessie. I will come 
myself, with the old gentleman, and introduce 
him. Good-bye!” 

The moment the door had closed behind 
Tom, Bessie put her baby into the cradle and 
clasped her hands to her aching head. What 
was Tom thinking of? How should she exist 
with another growler domiciled for nobody 
knew how long at the hearthstone? But — 
haps they niet neutralize one another, like 
two powerful poisons. There was a spice of 
comfort in that reflection, at least ; and Bessie 
Grumble wiped her eyes, and almost smiled. 


What was Mr. Grumble’s surprise on coming 
home that evening, fully primed for a domestic 
tirade on the subject of a button which had 
drified down from his shirt-front during the 
day, to find his especial easy-chair and corner 
of the fire occupied by an asthmatic old man, 
whose head and face were enveloped in a silk 
handkerchief! He stopped shori in amazement 
and horror. 

“ This is Uncle Tompkins, Henry,” said Mrs. 
Grumble, who was busy warming a basin of 
gruel over the fire; and the old gentleman ex- 
tended one finger without turning his head, 
saying, in a cracked voice : 

“1 wish, nephew, you would shut that door. 
Nobody ever thinks of shutting a door in this 
nenant I'm suffering from a terrible cold. 
What's that noise upstairs? I beg, niece, that 

our baby won’t cry the whole time that I am 

ere. Is tea ready? If so, I will take a cup 
here by the fire!” 5 

“What does this mean, my dear?” ejaculated 
Mr. Grumble in a hurried whisper, and his 
wife, whose arm he had caught on the way to 
the kitchen after hot water for Uncle Tompkins, 
replied in the same tone: 

“Oh! you mustn’t mind my uncle, dear; he 
doesn’t mean anything, only he is old and 
whimsical.” 

‘* But a man has no business to make every- 
body else uncomfortable in this sort of way, 
muttered Mr. Grumble, 

He silently devoured his meal, secretly won- 
dering how long Uncle Tompkins meant to 
stay. No sooner was the table cleared than 
the irascible old gentleman an again. 

‘*Grumble,” said he, ‘I wish you'd stop that 
creaking of your chair, my nerves are so weak ; 
and if youcould keep your children upstairs 
their racket wouldn’t disturb me quite so 
much, I really don’t know how I'm going to 
stand that baby’s noise.” u 

“1 do not think it is a very noisy baby,” said 
Mr. Grumble meekly. ‘‘Its teeth are very 
painful just at present.” 

Mrs, Grumble, who was poking the fire in 
accordance with her uncle’s petulant request, 
said nothing but smiled quietly to hear her 
husband trying to extenuate the baby's sine, 

** Well,” remarked Uncle Tompkins, *‘ all 
babies are noisy. And, by the way, Grumble, 
I wish you would oil the hinges of that gi 
ing door, and I don’t iike the smell o that 
geranium in the window. Halloa! you haven’t 
any top button on your shirt front ! I hope my 
niece isn’t a careless wife!” 

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr, Grumble ner- 
vously ; “but the care of her child and house- 
keeping duties absorb a great deal of her time. 


Shot way. I, for one, mean to leave off grumb- 
ng. 

“I'm happy to hear it, Nephew Grumble,” 
exclaimed a cracked voice. 

The victimized man started up in dismay, 
scarcely believing the testimony of his senses, 
as Tom twisted the silk handkerchief skilfully 
round his head and bent himself nearly double 
with an asthmatic sound between a groan and 
a grunt. 

** Why, you don’t mean to say that you are 
Uncle Tompkins?” exclaimed Mr. Grumble, 

**Pardon me, Henry,” said Tom smiling, 
“but I saw that you had unconsciously become 
an habitual grumbler, and I judged that the 
best antidote was a faithful representation of 
your own failings. Was I right?” 

His brother-in-law was half inclined to be 
angry, but thought better of it. 

“Shake hands, Tom,” said he. ‘‘ You’re an 
irreverent young scamp, but I forgive you. At 
all events, the cure is complete.” 

And so Bessie found it.—Miss S. Hanney in 
Tit-Bits. 





Put Yourself in His Place. 


A friend once called on Charles Reade, and 
found him sitting at his desk placidly smiling, 
while, with great precision and deliberation, 
he inscribed his though's on a sheet of foolscap 
in a large school-boy text. He might have been 
writing a love letter, he seemed so happy. He 
was in reality scarifying a criticaster in lan- 
guage that made his friend’s hair stand on end. 
Charles Mathews was fond of telling a story of 
Charles Reade when the curtain fell at the old 
Queen’s Theater on a pronounced failure, 
called A White Lie. There was no shadow of 
acall. Thecurtain divided the audience from 
the author, who stood on the stage shaking his 
fist at the invisible foe, still smiling blandly, 
and in mellifluous accents, saying: ‘‘ Infernal 
idiots! when shall [ teach you to respect 
Charles Reade ?” 





Didn’t Need a Pair. 


She was richly and rather strikingly dressed 
and wore diamonds without number. She 
looked over the assortment of shoes that the 
salesman took down for her, and finally picked 
out a dainty little patent leather affair and 

aid : 

‘* This is very pretty.” 

‘*A beautiful shoe!” exclaimed the salesman, 
**but it’s—ah—it’s—a trifle small.” 

“Oh, I'm not going to wear it,” she ex- 
plained. ‘‘ But I rather like it. Would you 
sell me one?” 

**One shoe ?” 

“Yes, I need only one and it seems like a 
waste to buy a pair.” 

“ Well, we don’t usually do business that 
way, but—is it for a one-legged girl?” F 

“Sir! How dare you?” 

‘*T beg your pardon. No intention to offend, 
I assure you, but one shoe——” . 

‘Well, what of it? Papa says we must 
throw an old shoe after 'em when they get 
married, and 1 say an old shoe was all right 
when he was—a—when he was poor. But now 
it’s different. We don’t have to throw old 
shoes, and it wouldn’t look right, I told him 
if he was going to throw shoes I’d see that it 
was done right and proper, so’s the papers 
would say the next day that the Magillicuddys 
with their usual lavishness threw a beautiful 
patent leather shoe of the latest fashion after 
the happy couple. That’s the kind of people 
we are. Bvorything’s got to be right up in 
style.” 

he had rattled it off rapidly and had to 
pause for breath. Then she added: — 

‘If you want to be small about it I'll buy the 
pair. I'll buy a whole box of them if I get my 
dander up. I'll buy a pair anyway, only maybe 
the other'll be out of style before we get a 
chance to use it.”—Zlliott Flower in Judge. 





An Iconoclast. 


Here is Thackeray’s version of his first meet- 
ing with Charlotte Bronte. The tiny, intense 
creatzre had idealized Thackeray, personally 
unknown to her, with a passion of idealization. 
** Behold a lion cometh out of the north!” she 

uoted under her breath, as Thackeray entered 
the drawing-room. Someone repeated it to 


nO Lord!” said Thackeray, ‘‘and I am 
nothing but a poor devil of an Englishman, 
raveanous for my dinner!” At dinner Miss 
Bronte was placed opposite Thackeray by her 
own request, ‘And I had,” said he, “the 
miserable humiliation of seeing her ideal of me 
disappearing down my own throat, as every- 
thing went into my mouth and nothing came 
out of it; until at last, as I took my tifth po- 
tato, she leaned across, with clasped hands and 
tears in her ores, and breathed imploringly : 
“*Ob, Mr. Thackeray! Don’t! 





Troublesome Interruptions. 


The late Lord Strathnairn owed his peerage 
to the great services which, as Sir Hugh Rose, 
he rendered to the crown ata critical time in 
the history of India. During a crisis in the 
Sepoy mutiny he was one day entertaining a 
company at dinner, and was in the midst of 
one of his best stories when his orderly entered 
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or piece of cloth.” 


(J. W. Mackedie & Co., Wholesale Agents for the Dominion. ) 








and after ——- him, reported: ‘‘ We have 
captured two hundred rebels, sir.” The general 
calmly turned, and with his wonted elegant 
courtesy serenely replied: ‘‘Thank you, ser- 
geant.” Aftera silence the soldier again spoke: 
**But what are we to do with them, sir?” 
‘*Hang them, of course,’ calmly replied his 
superior, resuming his story. A short time 
afterward, Sir Hugh was _ interrupted by 
the sergeant, and said: ‘‘ Please, sir, we have 
hung the lot, sir.” The general turned, bowed 
silently and in the sweetest manner lisped: 
“Thanks, sergeant, very many thanks,” and 
then went on with his anecdote. 





Quarantine Odor. 


Mrs. Snooper—Isn’t that a very peculiar per- 
fume that Mrs, Hamburger has commenced to 
use lately ? 

Mrs. Skidmor—It’s carbolic acid. She wants 
to make people believe she’s been to Europe. 





Fortune’s Favorite. 

Jim Hickey—So you consider Will Lotos a 
lucky man? 

Jack Lever—Luck is no name forit! Why, 
that fellow could actually go down town to the 
ee and find that the book he wanted was 
n 





They Hadn’t Discovered It Yet. 


It was in New Orleans at the time of the 
recent “ big fights.” 

The night che colored pugilist vanquished 
the white man a party of well known sporting 
men from the Metropolis and the Hub were 
sounding the black champion’s praises in the 
office of the ——— Hotel, when the proprietor, 
himself perhaps the best known sporting char- 
acter in the South, exclaimed: ‘‘Great heavens, 

entlemen, don’t talk so loud! If the niggers 

ear you taiking like that they'll think they’ve 
got a right to vote!” 








Doc Had Him There. 


In her Anecdotes, Mrs, Thraie tells a good 
story of Johnson’s irrational antipathy to the 
inhabitants of North Britain. On the doctor's 
return from the Hebrides, he was asked by 
a Scotch gentleman, in London, “what he 
thought of his country?” 

‘“*That it is a very vile country, to be sure, 
sir,” returned for answer Dr Johnson. 

“Well, sir,” replied the other, somewhat 
mortified, ‘* God made it.” 

‘“*Certainly he did,” answered Johnson again ; 
“but we must always remember that he made 
it for Scotchmen, and—comparisons, sir, are 
odious—but God made hell” 








Useless. 
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Mike—Pat, let’s take a look at the moon 
through that telescoop—it’s only foive cin's. 

Pat—To the divil wid the telescoop! Shure, 
I can see the moon widout lookin’.—Judge. 


~_ 





A Refuge. 
Mr. Hindlegs (vircus manager)}—What in 
thunder are you doing in the lions’ cage out of 


hours? 
Senor Mahoni (lion tamer)—It’s all right, 


boss. I’m expecting my wife, any minute. 





Another Convert. 


** Jimmy, wot’s an Anarchist?” 

“A Anarchist is a feller wot takes ‘ wot’s 
your’n an’ keeps wot isn’t his’n; accordin’ to 
them if I was ter take ev’ry apple an’jpeach 
from that stand yonder it'd be a!! right, ‘cause 
that Eyetalian can’t eat ’em, ‘an’ I'd have a per- 
fect right to’em!” 

“Jimmy, let’s be Anarchists! ” 





For Dyspepsia 
USE HORSFORD’S ACID PHOSPHATE, 


Dr. Lorenzo Waite, Pittsfield, Mass., says: 
“From its use for a period of about eight 
weeks, to the exclusion of all other remedies, I 
attribute the restoration to health of a patient 
who was emaciated to the last degree, in con- 
sequence of nervous prostration and dyspepsia. 
This patient's stomach was in such an irritable 
condition that he could not bear either liquid 
or solid food. An accomplished physician of 
many years experience, whom I called in con- 
sultation, pronounced his case an incurable one. 
At this stage I decided to use Horsford’s Acid 
—e which resulted as above men- 

ioned. 





Two Ways of Looking at It. 
“Christmas comes but once a year,” said the 
optimist, smiling. 
“That’s so,” replied the pessimist. “If it 
came oftener it would bankrupt the country.” 





An Exaggeration. 
Gay—The Widow Weed wears very heavy 
mourning. 
Day—Yes ; but she doesn’t feel as black as 
she is dressed, 








A Mild Assignment These Days, 
Reporter—A dozen prisoners escaped from 
the jail last night. 
City Editor—Get an interview with them and 
find out the cause of their discontent. 





Disorded liver set right with BEeEcHAmM’s 
PILLs, 





A True Son 


‘“Your boy’s English is rather bad, Mrs. 
Moriarity,” said the merchant to the office boy's 
mother, 

‘“‘Thrue fer you, Misther Smithers. 
Oirish all troo,” replied the proud mother. 


He’s 





Parents Must Have Rest. 


A president of one of our colleges says : ‘* We 
spent many sleepless nights in consequence of 
our children suffering from colds, but this never 
occurs now. We use Scott’s Emulsion, and it 
quickly relieves pulmonary troubles,” 


A Matter of Patience. 


She— Engaged to two girls at the same time ! 
Well, what are you going to do about it ? 

He—Oh, I am all right, but what are they 
going to do about it? 
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and it completely cured. 


POWDER: 





THIRTY YEARS. 


Johnston, N. B., March 11, 1889. 
‘*T was troubled for thirty years with 
pains in my side, which increased and 
became very bad. 


“JACOBS OIL 


I give it all praise.”’ 


“ALL RIGHT! ST. JACOBS OIL DID /T.”’ 
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SURE 


not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
= all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 
ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by maih 


CARTER MEDICINE 6O., New York. 


Gal] Fil, Small Dove, Small Price, 
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ESTABLISHED 1867 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


"Phone 2575 


COFF NO MORE 


WATSON’S COUGH DROPS 








Will give positive and instant relief to those suffering from 
Coughe, Colds, Hoarsenese, Sore Throat, etc. R. & T. W. 
stamped on each drop. TRY THEM. 


OOO eee RIPANS TABULES renulnted 
RIPANS TA BULES regulate 
the stomach, liver and bowels, and @ 
purify the blood; » safe and effec-@ 
tual ;the best e known for 
indigestion, biliou s, headache, 
constipation, dy psia, chronic ® 
liver troubles, ntery, bad com- 
plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 
and all disorders of the stomach, 
e@liver and bowels. One tabule gives immediate re- 
@lief. Take one at meal time. Sold by Druggists. Ag 
@trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents 

@ RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 10 Spruce s 
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‘AN ABSOLUTE CURE FOR 
INDIGESTION.” 


oe oe 
Tutti-Frutti. 


ADAMS’ 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS & CONFECTIONERS 








DUNN'S 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THECOOK'S BEST FRIEND 


LARGEST SALE IN CANADA. 
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MRS. WM. RYDER. 
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_ TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








The Touch of a Vanished Hand 


Written for Saturday Night by Rev. J. Smiley. 





The following curious old manuscript I have 
just unearthed from a pile of rubbish which I 
was sorting over preparatory to committing it 
tothe flames. It contains a story so curious, so 
out of the —s run of newspaper stories 
and of such breathiess interest withal that I 
think it were a pity it should be destroyed. 
This is my excuse for submitting it to the 
general reader on its merits. 

The manuscript came into my hands in this 
way. I have always had what some would 
term a mania for collecting old books. Tae an- 
nouncement of a book auction would be suf- 
ficient at any time to : ancel — or 

ressing engagement for that eve } 
cautiar "years "1 bought without method or 
system, anything, everything so long as it was 
cheap. It may be easily surmised that I 
bought a lot of rubbish which, after a cursory 
glance over, I would consign to the limbo of a 
chest which I kept stored awayin the garret, 
contents of which I considered neither useful 
enough to be worth referring to again nor 
ornamental enough to adorn my book-shelves. 

Bundles of these old books and manuscripts 
that one must perforce buy without pre- 
vious examination had a special attraction for 
me. That I bought not wisely, but lavishly, 
several chests now stored away in the garret 
could attest, any one of which I would be will- 





ing to sell by the hundredweight. But while 
I got much that — worthless, I would occa- 
sionally strike a prize. 

It wes away nak in the sixties that I bought 
a bundle of old MSS. in this way, which on 
examination proved to be sermons, dated at a 
place called Twickenham and written during 
the years 184546 and 47. They were neatly 
written, but the spelling was old-fashioned and 
the grammar not always according to Lindley 
Murray, but they were signed with an utterly 
illegible flourish such as was affected by the 
literati of those days. I gave a cursory exami- 
nation to a tew of those sermons, but what was 
not high Calvinism in them was Immersion- 
ism, and as I did not incline to make a hobby 
of either of these I tumbled the whole pile 
without further examination into that particu- 
lar chest which was then in process of being 
filled up. There they have lain till a few days 
ago, when in searching for something else I 
was attracted by the appearance of one of 
the sermons, as I took them all to be. It 
was tied around with a faded blue ribbon, 
on the knot of which was enstamped a seal 
bearing the impress in wax of the initials R. V. 
in old English letters. I again examined the 
signature and with the help of theinitials tried 
to read it, but whether it was Vardon, or 
Verdon, or Watson, or Wilson, or Vampire, or 
something else must remain mere guess work 
I suppose till the end of the chapter. The first 
sentence, however, caught my attention, which 
never flagged until the last syllable had been 
deciphered, and even yet it —s an almost 
weird fascination forme. The only liberty I 
have taken with it is to correct the spelling and 
eliminate a few expressions which would ap- 
pear coarse to the refined eyes of our more 
modern readers. Without title or preamble 
the MS. commenced : 

‘*T am a preacher of the gospel and believe I 
am becoming insane. I have always had an in- 
terest in psychological studies and now propose 
to make one of myself. my object being to keep 
a record of those mental processes by which the 
reason is gradually but surely dethroned. I feel 
it coming with the stealthy but certain en- 
croachment of fate. I have no means at present 
of determining whether itis to be violent mad- 
ness or simple imbecility. It may be neither, 
and that is what I dread almo3t more than 
either of the above, namely, that species of 
lunacy which is quite obvious at intervals to 
one s own family but in which the subject has 
cunning enough left to conceal it from the out- 
side world. I can already seein imagination 
my wife and children contemplating me with 
sidelong glances in which pity is more than half 
concealed by alook of horror which they promptly 
try to conceal by turning their faces away as my 
eyes seek theirs. I know they would consider 
no calamity short of capital crime equal to the 
disgrace of having an insane father, and when 
the thing comes upon me they will make every 
effort possible to conceal it from the world. 


**But I want the world to get the benefit of 
my present investigation of my own case, 
With that object I make thisrecord. But how 
shall I preserve it whencompleted? IfI put it 
under lock and key they will surely find it and 
destroy it, as they will have no record of an in- 
sane father go down through the ages. I 
thought this question over before I commenced 
to write and made my resolve. I will write it 
on my sermon paper and file it away among my 
old sermons. It will be as safe there from 
molestation as ifit were buried in the family 
Bible. This of itself is a species of insane cun- 
ning which makes me smile, I believe Il almost 
take a degree of satisfaction in this proof that 
the work of undermining my reasonis well 
under way. Still, [have sense enough to be 
lieve a record of my symptoms may be of bene- 
fit to my fellowmen by serving as beacon lights 
t2 warn them of the indications which lead up 
to the final catastrophe. 

‘*The first symptom in my case is insomnia. 
Nor ordinary insomnia, such asI have been 
troubled with at intervals for many years. 
Toat simply means sleeplessness. You lie 
awake in bed, tossing around the whoie night 
long and trying to go to sleep. Perhaps for 
two or three nights in succession you will not 
sleep a wink, and then you go off into a sixteen 
or twenty hour slumber from which the last 
trumpet could hardly awaken you. Mine is 
not like that at all. Ihave had it now for 
more than three weeks, and for more than one 
week the conviction has been strengthening 
that it is to be permanent. This is what is 
driving me insane. The conviction of its per- 
manence is more maddening than the insomnia 
itself. IfI could get rid of this conviction I 
feel that I might be cured, If there was any 
wavering in the conviction, if it was weaker 
some days than others I might hope to get rid 
of it, but when every succeeding day only 
strengthens it and fixes it more firmly in my 
mind I know that no human intellect can stand 
the strain much longer. When the final catas- 
trophe comes, who shall say what has caused 
it? Was it the insomnia or the conviction of 
its pormanence? Herein may )be a valuable 
question for experts in insanity;to consider, I 
believe if fcould be this] day convinced that 
my malady is not permanent I should this 
night sleep like an infant, and in the morning 
T should be cured, 

** So far as I know all insane patients have a 
dominant hallucination. That is what sane 
people call it, but to the insane man it is as real 
as anything that enters into his experience, I 
have no hallucination, unless this conviction 
that I shall never enjoy a natural, healthful 
sleep again be one. I would to God someone 
could convince me that it is a mere delusion. 

** But I have not described my malady. Just 
assoon as my head touches the pillow a nasty 
little headache comes and settles down in the 
middle of my forehead and commences rum- 
maging around within a limited area. I do 
not feel it at all during the day. It has come so 
regularly and so often now at night, however, 
that I look upon it as a person and not a thing. 
When I feel its touch so punety every night 
I just smile to myself and say, ‘I told you so.’ 
That simply means that while preparing for 
bed a passing wonder will sometimes flit into 
my mind whether it will be here again on time, 
but I always say, ‘Yes, i: is sure to come. 
Henca when it does come, ‘I told you so’ is 
the Job’s comfort I take in the event. The 
reason I have personified this headache is, I 

sometimes fancy it talks to me. It sees 
things and keeps telliig me what it sees 
and hears, and it is thie incessant chatter 
all night long that keeps me awake. For the 
first three or four nights I thought perhaps 
this headache was owing to some irregularit 
of diet and that a pill or a bath or a wal 
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before bedtime would drive it away. But I 
have tried all these and _a dozen other _—- 
without avail. The headache without doubt is 
the cause of the insomnia, but what is the 
cause of the headache? That mystery I cannot 
fathom. So far as I know I have _per- 
fect physical health, my appetite is good, my 
pulse and temperature normal have no 
cause for special worry, no exacting or fatiguing 
brain work. My surroundings are healthful. 
I take plenty of exercise. Then why should I 
have this headache at night? Why not also 
during the day? Someone wiser than I must 
grapple with these questions. 

‘*In fact, it is hardly a headache at all, the 
ache is so faint. It is merely a fe ling of un- 
easiness in that particular spot, just sufficient 
to concentrate the consciousness uponit. But 
I would rather have a jumping headache that 
would make me scream and the pain of which 
would exhaust my physical energies, for I know 
in that case nature would in mercy send ob 
livion sooner or later in a healthy, dreamless 
— But this little ache, with its smirk as it 
settles down to work and commences an all- 
night clatter is exasperating in the extreme 
when I know what it forebodes. And just here 
seems the right place to describe what it does 
foreboie. First of all, a half hour of intense 
effort in. the exercise of will power to ignore it, 
refuse to listen to its chatter, and go to sleep. 
Then a sense of being worsted, a knowledge 
that it isof no use and an abandonment of 
myself totheinevitable. My sight and hearin 
are preternaturally acute; I can hear every tic 
of my watch and every purr of the cat down- 
stairs as distinctly as if close to myear. A 
distinct image forms itself before my eye of 
every object suggested to the mind. y little 
headache tells me what people are saying in 
their bedchambers. I hear the snoring of 
Daddy Storms a block away and this aggra- 
vates my own consciousness of wakefulness. 
Sooner or later, every night comes a sense of 
dual personality. Ilie on the bed facing the 
window with a eyes open. I see Mars setting 
in the west while Arcturus is about an hour 
high I see my other self ata wayside inn. 
My wife and children sit with me before a 
blazing hearth. Weare waiting for the stage 
coach, It strikes meas utterly absurd that I 
can be in both places, but both are equally real 
tome, The bugle sounds and the coach drives 
past to the stable where the horses are to 
be changed, My wife gathers the children 
er and hurries out to secure good 
places in the coach, while I remain to 
gather up their belongings. There are 
scarfs, and shawls, and mittens, and a lunch 
basket, and a carpet-bag. I try to gather all 
up and get off, as I have a desperate dread of 
being left behind, but as I pile one thing after 
another on my arms, something else drops off. 
I will be left sure. I make a scoop with both 
arms and try to enclose everything and rush 
out. The bugle has already sounded, the coach 
has started, and in spite of my shouting and 
effort I am left sure enough. Perspiration 
streams from every pore. I instinctively raise 
my hand to my forehead as I lie in bed, and 
sure enongh I have wiped a handful of perspira- 
tion from my own brow, which I saw just a 
moment ago on the brow of my other self, 

**Do you say it wasa dream? So would Lif 
I did not know better. How could it be a 
dream when all through its duration I was 
lying there reasoning with myself? *‘ You must 
be dreaming,’ I would say. But I can’t be 
dreaming ; there is the window and there the 
looking-glass on the wall, and all the familiar 
objects in the bed-room faintly outlined by the 
starlight. Youcan pinch yourself; you know 
right well you are wide awake, and yet there 
you are, your other self, just left by the coach. 
But where? My other self had disappeared. 

“This is a mere specimen. There is not a 
night of my recent life that I have not been 
conscious of this double consciousness, And 
the one is just as real to me as the other. 
Nearly always when I see my other self he is in 
some sort of predicament in which great dan- 
ger is imminent, or some disturbing influence 
already upon him, and I suffer, the ‘I’ upon the 
bed suffers all the other ‘I’ would suffer if the 
visions in which he is concerned were actual 
realities. Even as I lie contemplating my two 
egos, I often find myself wondering whether 
there is not a third ego, viz.: That which keeps 
wondering how long this thing can last with- 
out unhinging my mind, 

‘The thought of this double or treble con- 
sciousness is never absent for a moment during 
the day. Iam mostly willing to admit to my- 
self that he has no other than a visionary ex- 
istence, but frequently I find myself scrutiniz- 
ing narrowly the countenances and conduct of 
people whom I come in contact with. ‘ What is 
my object?’ I ask myself, and the answer comes 
truthfully to'me from some source, ‘ Todiscover 
your other self.’ *‘ How do you expact to recog- 
nize him?’ ‘ Bycertain symptoms of insanity.’ 
And this narrow scrutiny of others has this 
result, that, while I have not met a trace of 
my alter ego, I have discovered unmistakable 
signs of aberration of mind in my neighbors 
and friends. At first I could only find one 
or two in a day with such symptoms, but 
the number has_ increased so _ rapidly 
that I am persuaded fully fifty per cent. 
of the people I meet now in a day are promis- 
ing candidates foran insane asylum. But here 
Irun up against a dead wall, and my impact 
with it gives me the shivers. It is this 
thought: Do notallinsane people believe them- 
selves sane and everybody else insane? I am 
afraid it is so. Just as the drunken man 
fancies others are reeling, even the trees and 
hedges reel in his mind, whereas he himself is 
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Deacon Hopcraft—I cal). 
Brother Woolibrane—I's got four aces. 


A Sure Winner. 
WN yr 


the only unstable element among them. So it 
must be with me; yet, even as I shiver at the 
thought, Iam conscious of a measure of satis 
faction in contemplating every additional evi 
dence of my mental unsoundness, My reputa 
tion seems to be at stake in this matter. I 
would almost be better pleased to have my 
suspicion confirmed that I am losing my reason 
than to have somebody ~s to me that I am 
capable of vee all this without having the 
slightest foundation, in fact, for it. 

“Then there is this which bothers me: I can 
never hold any impression very long at a time 
except the one I have mentioned that I am 
never to sleep again. Even as I write and try 
to persuade myself that I am surely losing my 
mental equipoise, my other self is at my elbow 
St me how absurd such a notion is. 

ust now he argues this way: ‘ You have said 
that insane people consider themselves sane ; 
you consider yourself insane or approaching it, 
therefore, according to your own argument you 
cannot be insane.’ Then I will say: ‘But how 
can I have these notions which no sane man 
could cherish?’ And then the reply is: ‘The 
very fact that you admit they are mere notions 
is a proof of your sanity.’ ‘ But,’ say I, ‘how 
can you account for the rapid increase in the 
supposed insanity of the people I meet?’ There 
is no reply to this and I take it as unanswer- 
able. Tien I make this calculation: If in nine 
days the number of insane people I meet has 
increased from one or two in a day to fifty per 
cent. of all I meet now, it will only take nine 
more days to increase this ratio to a hundred 

r cent., and then I shall be clean daft myself. 
his is how the matter appears to me, and my 

record of the development of my symptoms 
during the next nine days ought to be interest- 
ing reading, and I hope and pray it may be 
helpful to someone into whose hands it may 
fall. Atthe present sitting I will 7 record 
one other fact, which is a striking and all but 
conclusive proof that my malady is approach- 
ing a climax. 

**T have spoken of my alter ego being clearly 
visible and very real to me during the night. 
So far I have not seen him at all during the day 
till yesterday. I was sitting in my arm chair 
by the fire, brooding. I oe I must have 
been brooding, although I have no rememb- 
rance of what was passing through my mind. 
But on raising my eyes and looking towards 
my writing table I saw my other self sitting 
there absorbed in the task of writing a sermon. 
I watched him with curious interest for some 
moments, looking from one to the other to 
make very sure that there were twoof us, I 
had never seen him soclose before. He was 
my exact counterpart. I was afraid to speak, 
almost to move, lest I should dispel the illu- 
sion, I was able to follow the words as he 
wrote them. I was able to divine the thoughts 
which gave them birth. My whole soul was 
absorbed in the subject which was absorbing 
him, I did not move a muscle except to breathe, 
and that very quietly, till the last syllable was 
recorded and the signature appended. I then 
stealthily approached the chair from behind. 
I was anxious to prove by contact whether he 
was an illusion or a substantial reality. I 
seized hisarm. Just as I expécted, my fingers 

assed through it and closed on themselves. 
These was no arm tangible, there was no alter 
ego visible, but there was the sermon he had 
written in my own handwriting and my own 
exact signature thereto duly appended. The 
shock was terrific. Perspiration was trickling 
from every pore in my body. Some living thin 
was struggling to retain its place in my he 

| which the perspiration was forcing out. Surely, 
thought I, this is the catastrophe that I have 
dreaded yet half hoped for. I put up my hand 
to my brow ; the perspiration was; ice cold to 
my touch. I sank into the chair and must 
have lost consciousness for a time. 


** When I woke - the fire on the hearth had 
burned down. Darkness overspread the land- 
scape without. A feeling of drowsiness as im 
pa as death itself urged me to my couch, 

lay down and remember nothing more till the 
sun was high in the heavens this morniog. I 
felt like anew man on awakening. My first 
sensation was that of having enjoyed an in- 
vigorating, healthful, dreamless sleep. My first 


action was to get down on my knees and } 


thank God for His mercy. Even asI prayed 
and gave thanks a voice seemed to 
whisper to me, ‘‘The spell is broken; you 
are saved.” I went around the house 
with a clear head and a light and thankful 
heart, till in process of time my eyes fell apen 
the sermon, which in the meantime I had for- 
gotten, and all the old tumult of couflicting emo 
tions returned with increased intensity. When 
the seething, swirling tumult had partially 
spent itself my resolve was taken. I would 
make a record of my experience up to date 
while I yet have the power. If the spell be 
indeed broken there will be no need to add 
more to this than the simple record that Iam 
cured. IfI sleep to-night like an infant I will 
consider my cure effected, but if I see my alter 
ego again or have to listen to the chatter of my 
headache companion I will not be able to- 
morrow to write anything coherently.” 


Here the MS. ends abruptly. True, there 
is an appearance of afew lines having been 
added, but ina different ink or some material 
that has been so completely faded as only to 
leave a suspicion that they were ever written. 
Itis curious how the touch of this vanished 
hand has taken hold of me. What perplexing 
questions it suggests. How it more than half 
reveals how little we know even about our- 
selves. How thankful it has made me fora 
sound mind ina healthy body. How inestim- 
able a blessing refreshing sleep is and what an 
ingrate I am to allow the good Lord to load 
me down daily with so many benefits and yet 
do so little for Him in return in token of my 
gratitude. Hoping that similar desires and 
resolves may be engendered in the breast of all 






Deacon Hopes (scooping in the chips)—’Tain't no good. 


Brother Woolibrane— 
Deacon Hopcraft—Nero ! 
Brother Woolibrane— What's dat. 


hy, what you got ? 


Deacon Hopcraft— You ain’t ‘lowed to tell.— Puck. 


' being and student of nature ‘finds tongues in 
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can be made in Library, Parlor, Sitting room, Office 
or Hall. 


PRICES FROM $165 TO $18 WOME SS 
WW 


BIYONGE STREET, TORONTO. 


! 


And Save $2 


From November ist until Xmas, best finished Cabinet 
Photos, both head and figures reduced, from four dollars to 


$2.00 PER DOZEN 


for one or more dozens. 





who read, I submit this curious record to the 
light of day. 
—_—_——__—_s o___——_ 


Rather Superficial. 


Bloobumper.—After all, beauty is only skin 


deep. 
Spatts.—In many cases it is not so deep as 
that. It is often !aid on the skin’s surface. 





o—___—— 


Mr. Hobb’s Aspiration. 

‘**T don’t care nothin’ about bein’ made a 
lord,” said Mr. Hobbs; ‘‘ but ef the gov’ment 
was a mind to make my wife a lady I wouldn’t 
put nothin’ in their way.” 





Show proofs. No deviation to anyone. Students in- 
vitation. Orders from old negative at the same rates, be- 
cause of ticket peddlers. 


Walker's Photos Are the Best 


147 YONGE STREET 





How Remarkable. 
Riggs—There was one thing I could vay as 
cheaply at Surfville-by-the-sea as I could at 


home. 
Biggs—W hat in the world was it? 
Riggs—Postage stamps. 








A Wifely Rebuke. 

“TI think I'll have an oil portrait made,” said 
Mr. Derrick, who had become suddenly rich in 
petroleum, 

‘“‘There you go talking shop again!” ex- 
claimed his wife, who was taking lessons in 
culture. 





trees, books in the running brooks and sermons 
in stones,’ and rises from nature to nature’s 
God, so will he devoutly rise from the contem- 
plation of these works of human skill to the 
admiration of Thee, the uncreated architect. 
For every artist and man of genius who will 
exhibit his works within these inclosures must 
say, with the Royal Prophet, ‘Thy hands, O 
God, have made and fashioned me, and with 
Bezaleel, who framed the ancient tabernacle, 
he must confess that thy spirit enlightened his 
understanding and guided his hands,” 


—_—————_~o——_—_—_—_—_—“—" 
A Paradox. 
Mr. New—On the stage they always have 
such dolt, woodeny actors to represent dukes 


and kings. 
Mr. Know—Yes; that’s so as to have them 


true to life. 








Cannot Refrain. 

‘*T cannot refrain,” writes Mr. Robert George 
Watts, M.A., M.D., M.R.C.S., Albion House, 
Quadrant Road, Canonbury, N. London, Eng., 
‘from testifying to the efficacy of St. Jacobs 
Oil in case of chronic rheumatism, sciatica and 


Their Way. 

Mr. Bragg A. Docio (of Chicago)—Yes, sir; 
when we people attempt to do anything we 
rol! up our sleeves and pitch in. 

Mr. Fulton (of New York)—Yes, I have 
noticed it ; I took dinner in your town once. 





neuralgia.” 
Change in Time for New York via Erie Named. 
Railway. McCorkle—Do you know what is the best 


thing out ? 

McCrackle—No; what is it ? 

McCorkle—I haven't decided whether it’s an 
aching tooth or a conflagration. 


The Best 
Families 


USE THE DELHI CANNING CO’S 


Canned Goods 


Which are Prepared Specially for the 
BEST FAMILY TRADE 


Epicure Corn, Sifted Select Peas, 
Fine Freneh Beans and Epicure 


Catsup are Special Brands. 


When purchasing, ask your grocer for those Brands. 
See that the Name and Mapel Leaf is on every can and 
bottle, which are guaranteed. 


You can leave Union Station, Toronto, at 
1250 p.m., arrive in Buffalo at 5.55 p.m. and 
leave Buffalo at 7.30 p.m., arriving in New York 
at 7.30 next morning, which makes this train 
two hours faster than ever before. You can 
also leave Toronto at 11 p.m., connecting with 
the Erie flyer at Hamilton, which is a solid 
vestibule train through to New York. 











Quite a Question. 
Brown.—If you go over there where the ice 
is thin you'll get drowned, 
Little Johnnie.—If that’s so, pa, how was it 
~ man who put up the danger-sign didn’t fall 
né 
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Excursion to Ci y of Mexico. 


On Nov. 19 to 26 inclusive, the Wabash Rail- 
way will sell tickets to the City of Mexico at 
lowest first-class fare for the round trip. 
Tickets good going via Detroit and St. Louis 
and returning via Chicago, or vice versa, valid 
up to Dec. 31. This will be the grandest oppor- 
tunity ever given tosee this ancient land of 
the Aztecs. Words fail in describing the 
majestic and beautiful scenery on this trip, 
admitted to be without equal on the American 
continent and not surpassed in the world. Full 
particalars at the abash new office, north- 
east corner of King and Yonge streets, 
Toronto, 








Pressed For Time, 
**Isn’t Slowboy always behind in his work?” 
**T haven’t found him so. Why do you ask?” 
“Well, it’s taken him five years, eleven 
months and a half to sign a check for fifty dol- 
lars borrowed money.” 
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It May be interesting to Know 


That when excursion rates are made to Chicago 
for people who live in the East, to enable them 
to attend the Worlds Fair next year, it is con- 
templated by the Western roads to alsc make 
excursion rates from Chicago to all principal 
business and tourist points in the West, North- 
west and Southwest, so that those who de- 
sire to spend a few weeks among their 
friends in the Great West, may have an 
opportunity of so doing without incurring 
much additional expense. It may be well to 
consider this subject in advance of actual time 
of starting, and the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. 
Paul Railway Co. has issued maps and time 
tables and other instructive ing matter, 
which it will be glad to furnish free of expense 
upon application by postal card addressed to 
A. J. Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Pal- 
mer House Block, Toronto, Ont., or to Geo. H. 
a General Passenger Agent, Chicago, 
nois. 
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FOR CLEANIN 
THE TEETH 


The Canada 
Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 


MANUFACTURERS OF RarineD Svue@arRs OF THE WELL-KNOWN 
BRAND 


OF THE HIGHEST QUALITY AND PURITY 
Made by the Latest Processes, and Newest and Best Ma- 
chinery, not surpassed anywhere. 


LUMP SUGAR 


In 50 and 100 Ib, boxes. 


‘‘CROWN” Granulated 


Special Brand, the finest which oan be made. 


EXTRA GRANULATED 


—_— rr 
Cardinal Gibbons at Chicago. 


Among those who took part in the Columbus 
celebration at Chicago was His Eminence Car- 
dinal Gibbons, in whose prayer occur these 
eloquent words: ‘ As nineteen hundred years 
ago men assembled in Jerusalem from various 
portions of the Old World to hear from the li 
of the apostles ‘the wonderful works of God. 
so shall we soon behold men assembled here 


the lalandy of the Atlantic and Pacife, aswell | OREAM SUGARS 
as from all parte of the American continent, to | ™ "Glee edad 

man endowed with, divise intelligence; ot | YELLOW SUGARS 
man, the productions of whose genius manifest ome ”_ 


SYRUPS 


Of all Grades in Barrele and half Barrels. 


SOLE MAKERS 


Of high clase Syrups in Tins, 2 Ibs. and 8 Ib. cack. | 


thy wisdom and creative power not less clearly 
than ‘ the heavens which declare thy glory, and 
the firmament which showeth forth the works 
of thy hands.’ And as every contemplative 
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“Children shouldn't talk so much,” said Mr. 
Grumble tartly. ‘‘My dear, that rent in the 
lining of my overcoat isn’t mended yet—why 
did you not see to it?” 

** T intended to do so,” said his wife apologet- 
ically, “‘but you know we had company last 
night, and the baby slept so badly that I 
— rather later than usual this morning; 

ut—_” 

‘* Always some excuse,” interrupted her liege 
lord. ‘‘I really don’t understand the reason 
that ee is ever done in this house.” 

He gave the front door rather an emphatic 
slam as he went out, and little Mrs. Grumble, 
instead of rebelling against her husband's iron 
rule, just sat down and cried. 

Mr. Grumble wasn’t by any means a bad hus- 
band. He really loved his wife, and believed 
himself to be a pattern of conjugal amiability ; 
only he had, somehow or other, fallen into the 
unconscious habit of fault-finding, and like 
many another individual, whenever he couldn't 
think of anything else to do, he grumbled. 

“Crying again, Bessie!” exclaimed her bro- 
ther, coming in an hour ortwo later. ‘“ Now, 
that’s too bad! -I suppose Henry has been 
treating you to another domestic growi? I’ve 
a great mind to tell him how uncomfortable 

ou are made by his little eccentricities. Shall 
, Bess?” 

**No, no—I wovldn’t have you breathe a syl- 
lable to him for the world!” eagerly exclaimed 
Mrs. Grumble, hurriedly drying her tears. 
* Henry doesn’t mean to annoy me. He has 
the kindest heart in the world, and I know he 
loves me!” 

**T dare say he does,” said young Mr. Carlton, 
**but why is he fretting and fault-finding hour 
after hour, and day after day? Upon my word, 
Bessie, I think it’s an oversightin our laws 
that there is not one to punish married men 
who scold |” 

** Don't talk so, Tom,” said Mrs. Grumble 
earnestly. ‘‘ Henry isn’t at all to blame, onl 
baby is very troublesome, and I had an indif- 
ferent night's rest, and———” 

* Oh, ah!—I understand,” said Tom signific- 
antly, smiling. ‘‘My dear little, forgiving 
Bess, you ought to be made a martyr of.” He 
sat a moment or two in deep thought, thea 
suddenly octiong Se exclaimed : **I must be 
gone, orI shall too late at the station to 
meet Uncle Tompkins. Did I mention to you, 
by the way, that Uncle Tompkins was coming 
to visit you?” 

‘*Uncie Tompkins? I didn’t know we had an 
Uncle Tompkins, Tom.” 

** Didn’t you, dear? Well, please to prepare 
your best bed-room for company—the old gen- 
tleman is rather particular—grumbles a good 
deal,in fact; but then you are used to that 
sort of thing.” 

** But, Tom, I don’t quite understand——” 

‘Don’t detain me now, Bessie. I will come 
myself, with the old gentleman, and introduce 
him. Good-bye!” 

The moment the door had closed behind 
Tom, Bessie put her baby into the cradle and 
clasped her hands to her aching head. What 
was Tom thinking of? How should she exist 
with another growler domiciled for nobody 
knew how long at the hearthstone? But per- 
haps they might neutralize one another, like 
two powerful poisons. There was a spice of 
comfort in that reflection, at least ; and Bessie 
Grumble wiped her eyes, and almost smiled. 


What was Mr. Grumble’s surprise on coming 
home that evening, fully primed for a domestic 
tirade on the subject of a button which had 
drifred down from his shirt-front during the 
day, to find his especial easy-chair and corner 
of the fire occupied by an asthmatic old man, 
whose head and face were enveloped in a silk 
handkerchief! He stopped short in amazement 
and horror. 

“ This is Uncle Tompkins, Henry,” said Mrs. 
Grumble, who was busy warming a basin of 
gruel over the fire; and the old gentleman ex- 
tended one finger without turning his head, 
saying, in a cracked voice : 

“1 wish, nephew, you would shut that door. 
Nobody ever thinks of shutting a door in this 
house I'm suffering from a terrible cold. 
What's that noise upstairs? I beg, niece, that 

our baby won’t cry the whole time that Iam 
com Is tea ready? If so, I will take a cup 
here by the fire!” “ 

** What does this mean, my dear?” ejaculated 
Mr. Grumble in a hurried whisper, and his 
wife, whose arm he had caught on the way to 
the kitchen after hot water for Uncle Tompkins, 
replied in the same tone : 

‘Oh! you mustn’t mind my uncle, dear; he 
doesn’t mean anything, only he is old and 
whimsical.” 

‘* But a man has no business to make every- 
body else uncomfortable in this sort of way, 
muttered Mr. Grumble. 

He silently devoured his meal, secretly won- 
dering how long Uncle Tompkins meant to 
stay. No sooner was the table cleared than 
the irascible old gentleman n again. 

“‘Grumble,” said he, ‘‘ I wish you'd stop that 
creaking of your chair, my nerves are so weak ; 
and if you could keep your children upstairs 
their racket wouldn't disturb me quite so 
much, I really don’t know how I'm going to 
stand that baby’s noize.” " 

‘**T do not think it is a very noisy baby,” said 
Mr. Grumble meekly. ‘‘Its teeth ere very 
painful just at present.” 

Mrs, Grumble, who was poking the fire in 
accordance with her uncle’s petulant request, 
said nothing but smiled quietly to hear her 
husband trying to extenuate the baby's sine. 

* Well,” remarked Uncle Tompkins, “all 
babies are noisy. And, by the way, Grumble, 
I wish you would oil the hinges of that ueak- 
ing door, and I don’t like the amell o that 
geranium inthe window. Haltloa! you haven't 
any top button on your shirt front! I hope my 
niece isn’t a careless wife!” 

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Grumble ner- 
vously ; “ but the care of her child and house- 
keeping duties absorb a great deal of her time. 

















this house again |! 

‘*No?” said Tom archly. 

“The most intolerable fault-finder I ever 
met with,” said Mr. Grumble ; “‘ absolutely the 
most disagreeable man who ever cumbered the 
earth! Idon't see how it is possible to growl 
at everything as he did.” 

‘* That’s not an uncommon failing, I believe,” 
observed Tom, demurely smiling. 

‘* Very likely,” said his brother-in-law em- 
phatically ; ‘‘ but his visit has been productive 
of at least one good effect—it has completely 
cured me of any tendency I might have had 
shat way. I, for one, mean to leave off grumb- 

ng.” 

‘I’m happy to hear it, Nephew Grumble,” 
exclaimed a cracked voice. 

The victimized man started up in dismay, 
scarcely believing the testimony of his senses, 
as Tom twisted the silk handkerchief skilfully 
round his head and bent himself nearly double, 
with an asthmatic sound between a groan and 
a@ grunt. 

“Why, you don’t mean to say that you are 
Uncle Tompkins?” exclaimed Mr. Grumble. 

‘*Pardon me, Henry,” said Tom smiling, 
“but I saw that you had unconsciously become 
an habitual grumbler, and I judged that the 
best antidote was a faithful representation of 
your own failings. WasI right?” 

His brother-in-law was half inclined to be 
angry, but thought better of it. 

‘“*“Shake hands, Tom,” said he. ‘‘ You’re an 
irreverent young scamp, but I forgive you. At 
all events, the cure is complete.” 

And so Bessie found it.—Miss S. Hanney in 
Tit-Bits. 





Put Yourself in His Place. 


A friend once called on Charles Reade, and 
found him sitting at his desk placidiy smiling, 
while, with great precision and deliberation, 
he inscribed his though's on a sheet of foolscap 
in a large school-boy text. He might have been 
writing a love letter, he seemed so happy. He 
was in reality scarifying a criticaster in lan- 
guage that made his friend’s hair stand on end, 
Charles Mathews was fond of telling a story of 
Charles Reade when the curtain fell at the old 
Queen’s Theater on a pronounced failure, 
called A White Lie. There was no shadow of 
acall. Thecurtain divided the audience from 
the author, who stood on the stage shaking his 
fist at the invisible foe, still smiling blandly, 
and in mellifluous accents, saying : ‘* Infernal 
idiots! when shall I teach you to respect 
Charles Reade?” 

—_—_—_—_ OO On - 


Didn’t Need a Pair. 


She was richly and rather strikingly dressed 
and wore diamonds without number. She 
looked over the assortment of shoes that the 
salesman took down for her, and finally picked 
out a dainty little patent leather affair and 
said : 

**This is very pretty.” 

‘A beautiful shoe!” exclaimed the salesman, 
“but it’s—ah—it’s—a trifle small.” 

“Oh, I'm not going to wear it,” she ex- 
plained. ‘‘But I rather like it. Would you 
sell me one?” 

**One shoe ?” 

“Yes. I need only one and it seems likea 
waste to buy a pair.” 

* Well, we don’t usually do business that 
way, but—is it for a one-legged girl?” F 

“Sir! How dare you?” 

**T beg your pardon. No intention to offend, 
I assure you, but one shoe——” : 

‘Well, what of it? Papa says we must 
throw an old shoe after ’em when they get 
married, and 1 say an old shoe was alli right 
when he was—a—when he was poor. But now 
it’s different. We don’t have to throw old 
shoes, and it wouldn't look right, I told him 
if he was going to throw shoes I’d see that it 
was done right and proper, so’s the papers 
would say the next day that the Magillicuddys 
with their usual lavishness threw a beautiful 
patent leather shoe of the latest fashion after 
the happy couple. That’s the kind of people 
we are. Everything's got to be right up in 
style.” 

he had rattled it off rapidly and had to 
pause for breath. Then she added: 

‘*Ié you want to be small about it I'll buy the 
pair. Ill buy a whole box of them if I get my 
dander up. [ll buy a ee anyway, only maybe 
the other'll be out of style before we get a 
chance to use it.”—EZilliott Flower in Judge. 








An Iconoclast. 


Here is Thackeray’s version of his first meet- 
ing with Charlotte Bronte, The tiny, intense 
creatzre had idealized Thackeray, personally 
unknown to her, with a passion of idealization. 
“ Behold a lion cometh out of the north!” she 

uoted under her breath, as Thackeray entered 
the drawing-room, Someone repeated it to 
him. 

“QO Lord!” said Thackeray, “and I am 
nothing but a poor devil of an Englishman, 
ravenous for my dinner!” At dinner Miss 
Bronte was placed opposite Thackeray by her 
own request. ‘And I had,” said he, “the 
miserable npasilietion of seein mee Sees of me 
disa) in own my own throat, as every- 
he au Sate my mouth and nothing came 
out of it; until at last, as [took my fifth po- 
tato, she leaned across, with clasped hands and 
tears in her eyes, and breathed imploringly : 

“*Ohb, Mr, Thackeray | Don’t !’” 





Troublesome Interruptions. 


The late Lord Strathnairn owed his peerage 
to the great services which, as Sir ty 
he rendered to the crown ata critical time in 
the history of India. During a crisis in the 
Sepoy mutiny he was one day entertaining a 
company at dinner, and was in the midst of 
one of his best stories when his orderly entered 

















Mr. Weatherwet: ‘‘ By jove! but these Melissa Coats are the proper thin You would 
scarcely believe I had been out all day in this blooming storm ; and ad I ais, quite dry and 
jolly comfortable, don’t you know.” 


Miss Drencher : ‘Oh, yes; I have worn my Melissa for more than a year, in all kinds of 
weather ; and the beauty of it is, there is none of that clammy, air-tight feeling about it, nor 
that horrid smell one gets from other waterproofs.” 


Mr. W.: ‘‘There seem to be several poor imitations of this Melissa Cloth on the market, so 
ny has pe a you know, and always look for the Melissa Trade Mark on every garment 
r piece of cloth, 


(J. W. Mackedie & Co., Wholesale Agents for the Dominion. ) 











and after saluting him, reported: ‘‘ We have 
captured two hundred rebels, sir.” The general 
calmly turned, and with his wonted elegant 
courtesy serenely replied: ‘“‘ Thank you, ser- 
geant.” Aftera silence the soldier again spoke: 
“But what are we to do with them, sir?” 
‘“*Hang them, of course,” calmly replied his 
superior, resuming his story. A short time 
afterward, Sir Hugh was = interrupted by 
the sergeant, and said: “ Please, sir, we have 
hung the lot, sir.” The general turned, bowed 
silently and in the sweetest manner lisped: 
“Thanks, sergeant, very many thanks,” and 
then went on with his anecdote. 


Another Convert. 


** Jimmy, wot’s an Anarchist ?” 

““A Anarchist is a feller wot takes ‘ wot’s 
your’n an’ keeps wot isn’t his’n; accordin’ to 
them if I was ter take ev’ry apple an{peach 
from that stand yonder it'd be all right, cause 
that Eyetalian can’t eat ’em, ‘an’ I'd have a per- 
fect right to’em!” 

“Jimmy, let’s be Anarchists!” 








For Dyspepsia 
USE HORSFORD’S ACID PHOSPHATE, 

Dr. Lorenzo Waite, Pittsfield, Mass., says: 
‘““From its use for a period of about eight 
weeks, to the exclusion of all other remedies, I 
attribute the restoration to health of a patient 
who was emaciated to the last degree, in con- 
sequence of nervous prostration and dyspepsia. 
This patient's stomach was in such an irritable 
condition that he could not bear either liquid 
or solid food. An accomplished physician of 
many years experience, whom I called in con- 
sultation, pronounced his case an incurable one. 
At this stage I decided to use Horsford’s Acid 
ee which resulted as above men- 

oned. 





Quarantine Odor. 


Mrs. Snooper—Isn’t that a very peculiar per- 
fume that Mrs, Hamburger has commenced to 
use lately ? 

Mrs, Skidmor—It’s carbolic acid. She wants 
to make people believe she’s been to Europe. 





Fortune’s Favorite. 

Jim Hickey—So you consider Will Lotos a 
lucky man? 

Jack Lever—Luck is no name forit! Why, 
that fellow could actually go down town to the 
9 ete and find that the book he wanted was 
n 





o~ 


Two Ways of Looking at It. 
“‘Christmas comes but once a year,” said the 
optimist, smiling. 
‘“‘That’s so,” replied the pessimist. “If it 
came oftener it would bankrupt the country.” 





They Hadn't Discovered It Yet. 


It was in New Orleans at the time of the 
recent “ big fights.” 

The night che colored pugilist vanquished 
the white man a party of well known sporting 
men from the Metropolis and the Hub were 
sounding the black champion’s praises in the 
office of the Hotel, when the proprietor, 
himself perhaps the best known sporting char- 
acter in the South, exclaimed: ‘Great heavens, 

entlemen, don’t talk so loud! If the niggers 

ear you taiking like that they'll think they’ve 
got a right to vote!” 





An Exaggeration. 
Gay—The Widow Weed wears very heavy 
mourning. 
Day—Yes ; but she doesn’t feel as black as 
she is dressed, 








A Mild Assignment These Days. 
Reporter—A dozen prisoners escaped from 
the jail last night 


City Editor—Get an interview with them and 
find out the cause of their discontent. 








Doc Had Him There, 


In her Anecdotes, Mrs, Thraie tells a good 
story of Johnson’s irrational antipatay to the 
inhabitants of North Britain. On tke doctor's 
return from the Hebrides, he was asked by 
a Scotch gentleman, in London, “what he 
thought of his country?” 

“That it is a very vile country, to be sure, 
sir,” returned for answer Dr Johnson. 

“Well, sir,” replied the other, somewhat 
mortified, ‘‘ God made it.” 

‘Certainly he did,” answered Johnson again ; 
‘but we must always remember that he made 
it for Scotchmen, and—comparisons, sir, are 
odious—but God made hell” 


——_—__—— 


Useless, 





Disorded liver set right with BrEcHAm’s 
PILLs. 
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A True Son 


ae Your boy’s English is rather bad, Mrs. 
Moriarity,” said the merchant to the office boy’s 
mother. 

“Thrue fer you, Misther Smithers. He’s 
Oirish all troo,” replied the proud mother. 








Parents Must Have Rest. 


A president of one of our colleges says : ‘* We 
spent mary sleepless nights in consequence of 
our children suffering from colds, but this never 
occurs now. We use Scott’s Emulsion, and it 
quickly relieves pulmonary troubles.” 








A Matter of Patience. 


She— Engaged to two girls at the same time ! 
Well, what are you going to do about it ? 

He—Oh, I am all right, but what are they 
going to do about it? 
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Mike—Pat, let’s take a look at the moon 
through that telescoop—it’s only foive cin's, 

Pat—To the divil wid the telescoop! Shure, 
I can see the moon widout lookin’.—Judge. 








A Refuge. 
Mr. Hindlegs (circus manager)—What ‘n 
thunder are you doing in the lions’ cage out of 


hours ¢ 
Senor Mahoni (lion tamer)—It’s all right, 


boss. I’m expecting my wife, any minute. 
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became very bad. 
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Mr. Grumble’s Cure. The instant she finds leisure she will look to 
my clothes.” 
“The old story—the coflee cow, che fire "Tdon’t see how a woman can spend her The Art Metropole 
vy ’ whole time keeping house and looking after a 
acu sae and the room full of stifling pack of caildren,” observed Uncle Tompkins 131 Yonge Street (Opposite Temperance 8t. 
incredulously. TORONTO 
Mr. Grumble drew his chair up to the bresk- » 
fast table as he spoke, with the face of a! iar Peal Took caenenal Ge IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN 
eT e coffee is only just made, dear,” said precession of medicine phials, a tub of hot Artists’ Colors, Brushes, Canvas, Academ 
Mrs. Grumble, a pretty, timid-looking woman een ee eT histe a od Board, China Colors, Enamel Paints 
aan ne ae a —. braids ; ‘and | very general relief ? AND ALL 
on’t really nk the room is very cold, 8 + p ” 
for the atfokas Tam sorry bat the mas pro: | ,pathhagenyinsaerable old duffer that, of ARTISTS AND DECORATIVE SUPPLIES 
mer me to have the chimney seen to yester- | 2:41 5 sigh of satisfaction, into his favorite ae ce 
ay. “ 2 We deal only with the Icadi 
‘Of course he did—nobody ever keeps pro- a trate tne! one e w could whose goods we are able to quote at Fh mee mg 
mises to us,” groaned Mr. Gramble. ‘If it had | ¥ “Tam accustomed to that Hens - it is th TELEFHONE 2 
— aoe aed the enieney woud nave lesson most married women are ‘obliged $0 sd 
een seen to long ago. Do give mea piece o ” ‘ ; 
steak that is at least warmed through ; we're sigh. replied Mrs. Grumble, with a slight 
not cannibals. at now of, to eat our meat ‘ 
vat er husband pricked up his ears a little 
raw. But that’s always the way—we never uneasily, ‘* Accustomed to it?” What did she 
- ot 2. that understood how to broil &| mean? It was not possible—it could not be 
ey a i 
“ ” possible—that he was like that odious old 
M4 tee age FE eye ig age: ble, | Uncle Tompkins. And yet he wished Bessie 
4% Tenens tem ienee thin 5 on ht ‘ a a ©. | had not spoken in that way, somehow it made 
fhe sien ton . : I ens to ? No. of him feel excessively uncomfortable, Three |- 
rind on me i eseliy wie eal or tyes days passed away, Uncle Tompkins growing Y/N A 
Hatten tines ¢ a a yi = balf more and more intolerable the whole time, tre OM \\\ 
on Sees later aa alee al och “Tr that while Mr. Grumble improved the occasion by A Yi; AY" / 
j , BOIHOGY Cine &. hat | making a sort of mental looking-glass of that Y/ 141) A \\ ll: 
imodation baby doesn’t leave off crying, I shall certainly worthy old gentleman SF YW) ff] AW \WW\\ I! 
go crazy.’ * Ueteemenmes ed “ r aniitailid HA AM) iH is 
‘ “ ” ’ pon—my—word,” said he to himself, ‘*I MRT act Ten Vi) Ii) YY 
m, Office Its teeth trouble it,” sighed Mrs. Grumble, | must have been a perfect nuisance all these mE rh t YHA NN Wa Wy 
leaving the breakfast-table to walk up and r , ” PRU ery ‘ SMTA’ (7 
d years. Why didn’t somebody tell me of it ? MR % : 
own the room with her fretful little charge. At length Uncle Tomprine went: eave shane Het A AAA Lz Si :k Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
os Oh, nonsense! ” said Mr. Grumble sharply, flannel robes, medicine bottles and all and a Ly fs ri ty | ¥ dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
. oat ing & . —_ — with his fork; “‘you| the evening of the same day Tom Carlton y cating, Pus ine Sider hee White nee eon 
‘ , ” y . . >, &C. ile their most 
Koy ute Grumble thought of the eneral commo- Sow cease Bo ar re re iii curing 
on into which the house been thrown “ 4 ; ” 
about a month previously, when Mr. Grumble anit. het inane visiting you?” he said Si 
RON TO. had had the toothache. But she only nestled | ~': ¥og ” said the latter, with a slight grimace 
the baby’s velvet head against her shoulder, ‘“ What sort of a looking man is he?” , Headache, yet Carter’s Littte Liver PILis 
SED and said nothing—woman’s way of disposing of Sr, Grasihle ead Ulett tor 6 moment are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
&@ great many little martyrdoms, “Do you know,” he exclaimed bursting into ona proventing this annoying complaint, while 
‘*“Now, then, where's wn hat?” demanded a perplexed laugh “T couldn’t describe a single cthaulete tho ver ana suguinie ae bowel 
Mr. Grumble, rising and looking round. ‘‘ Very feature of his face, He was always envelo a Even if they only cured ~ 
singular that that hat is never in its place!” like an Egyptian mummy in a ailk alia. 4 
It is just where you hung it yourself, papa, | chief, something like that one you have in your 
ave $2 in ae a — little Harry, from bebind his | hang’ However, I’m heartily glad he’s gone ; 
spelling-book. er, ; 
P & with my permission he shall never get foot in Ache they would be almost priceless to those 


who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's LittLe Liver Pits are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
— all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by maik 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 


Gal) PLL Small Doce, Small Price 
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ESTABLISHED 1867 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


*"Phone 2575 


COFF NO MORE 


WATSON’S COUGH DROPS 


Will give positive and instant relief to those suffering from 
Coughe, Colds, Hoarsenese, Sore Throat, etc. R. & T. W. 
stamped on each drop. TRY THEM. 
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RIPANS TABULES late 
the stomach, liver and bowels, and @ 
purify the blood; are safe and effec-@ 
tual ;the best medicine known for 
indigestion, biliousness, headache, 
constipation, dyspepsia, chronic ® 
liver troubles, dysentery, bad com- 
plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 
and all disord of the stomach, 
liver and bowels. One tabule gives imm ate 
lief. Take one at meal time. Sold by Dru 
on receipt of 15 ¢ 


26000000008 


‘AN ABSOLUTE CURE FOR 
INDIGESTION.” 


PEPSIN 


A acti 


ISOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS & CONFECTIONERS 








POWDER 


THECOOK'S BEST FRIEND 


LARGEST SALE IN CANADA. 


THIRTY YEARS. e 


Johnston, N. B., March 11, 1889. 


‘*T was troubled for thirty years with 


my side, which increased and 


I used 


OBS OIL 


and it completely cured. I give it all praise.” 


MRS. WM. RYDER. 


@ «ALL RIGHT! ST. JACOBS OIL DID IT.” 


THREE T “Doz zoni’ 


SOMPLEK 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





Music. 


AST month took away Robert 

Franz, at the age of seventy 

seven. Franz was a prolific 

song-writer, having composed 

over two hundred and fifty 

songs, many of which are almost 

unrivaled in beauty and cause him to be 
ranked with the greatest German writers of 
lieder, Schumann and Schubert being possibly 
his only superiors. His songs, like theirs, are 
all too little known here, and the study of these 
gems will repay both student and teacher, and 
incidentally the composer as well. Like Bee- 
thoven, he became the victim of defective hear- 
ing, but unlike the great master, he was com- 
pelled to give up writing at a comparatively 
early age. Robert Franz provided ma- 
terial for long continued discussion by 
his “additional accompaniments” to Handel’s 
Messiah and L’Allegro, il Penseroso ed 
il Moderato, to Bach’s Passion Music 
of St. Matthew and other works, These ac- 
companiments raised the question whether 
such works should be accompanied, as designed 
by their composers, by the orchestral material 
known in their days, or by the wider range of 
orchestral instruments of the present day. As 
in all else, conservative thinkers are to be 
found among musicians and many found 
Franz’s additions to be an impertinence, while 
equally strong opinions were expressed in 
favor of the innovation. Those who would 
form some idea of the beauty of Franz’s genius 
should look over Die Bitte and Widmung, the 
first two of his songs that come to my mind. 
These will surely encourage them to seek more. 

* 





Some weeks ago I made reference to 
Lord Tennyson as a singer—that is, as a 
writer of verses that musicians can use 
for musical settings—a gift much rarer 
than most people imagine. The theme is 
brought back to me by an article in this 
month’s Musical Times entitled, Tennyson in 
Song, the writer of which had compiled a 
Bibliography of Musical Settings of Lord 
Tennyson’s Songs. He has found no less than 
five hundred and thirteen published composi- 
tions, in every variety of musical settings, of 
which the words are by the late Poet Laureate. 
These are composed of four hundred and fifty- 
four songs, seven duetts, four trios, thirty- 
seven part songs, and eleven cantatas. Of 
these, Sweet and Low leads with thirty set- 
tings, followed by Break, Break, Break, with 
twenty-nine renderings. Sir Joseph Barnby’s 
Sweet and Low easily distances all competi- 
tors. This beautiful little lyric was composed 
for Henry Leslie’s choir, who sang it for the 
first time on January 14, 1863. Tennyson also 
wrote, at Sir Arthur Sullivan's request, a song- 
cycle entitled The Window, or The Loves of 
the Wrens, upon which that eminent composer 
has spent some of his best efforts. I may add 
that I have received from Dr. J. Frederick 


Bridge, organist of Westminster Abbey, 
his beautiful settings of Crossing the 
Bar and The Silent Voices, the last 


poems written by Lord Tennyson. These set- 
tings are very harmonious and effective and 
were sung at the poet laureate’s funeral. I 
hope soon to hear of their being sung in To- 


ronto. 
* 


I see that a school for extempore playing on 
the pianoforte has been revived in Parie. How 
fine it would be to organize a school for extem- 
pore organ playing in Toronto! I know several 
really good extemporists (pardon the new 
word) among our lIccal organists, but we all 
know some very bad ones. Not very long ago, 
at a special musical service, I was horrified to 
find a gap of silence where an experienced or- 
ganist would have found a joyous opportunity 
to extemporize, but the young man who for 
the nonce held down the organ bench was 
paralyzed into dumbness. One of my most 
pleasant experiences was the frequent hearing 
of extemporizations by Mr. Guiseppe Dinelli, 
whose work in this detail was always scholarly 
and masterly, as well as spontaneous and 
beautiful. No one to hear it would have 
thought it to be otherwise than clearly and 
carefully designed, and carried out according 
to all the canons of musical form. Yet how 
often we hear only vague maunderings and 
repetitions with purposeless changes of regis- 


tration ! 
a 


The usual, or to speak more correctly; more 
than the usual crop of Thanksgiving-night con- 
certs were given on Thursday evening of last 
week, They were all, I believe, well attended, 
and they were all of more than ordinary excel- 
lence. An interesting service was held at St. 
James’ Cathedral on that evening, when a 
choir of one hundred and fifty voices, 
chosen from those churches which have the 
reputation of being ‘‘ high,” rendered the 
music. The singing was spirited, if not 
very artistic,and a good body of tone was 
shown, although the boys’ voices were a trifle 
strident in quality. A curious feature was the 
absence of an anthem. The service was con- 
ducted by Rev. F. G. Plummer, the organ being 
played by Messrs. Webb and Burch. 


The Toronto Vocal Society has anncunced its 
programme for the first concert to be given in 
January next. The pieces to be sung will be 
chosen from: A Day of Penitence, Gounod ; 
Autumn, Mackenzie ; Serenade, Smart; Little 
Jacky Horner, Caldicott; The Sea Hath its 
Pearls, Pinsuti; The Stars of Night, Rhein- 
berger ; Forsaken, Koschat; O’er Moss and 
Fell, Bishop; Now the Day is Over, Barnby ; 
Nocturne (ladies’ voices), Denza ; The Banner’s 
Wave (male voices), Kuecken. 


* 


The concert to be given on Wednesday even. 
ing by the great Seidl Orchestra will be one of 
the most important events of the season, so 
important that I am pleased to give the details 
of the programme: Overture and bacchanale, 
Tannhauser, Wagner; four Slavonic dances, 
2ad series, Dvorak; violoncello solo, (a) Pas- 
sepied, dance in the old style, Gillett ; (b) Pen- 
see L’Amoreuse, Herbert, Mr. Victor Herbert : 
Casse Noisette, Ballet of Nutcracker Autom- 
atons, Fschaikowsky ; (a) Overture Minature, 

(b) Marche Characteristique, (c) Dance Ruse 
Trapek, (d) Dance Chinoise, (e) Danse de Mirli- 
tons, (f) Cossaque; piano solo,(a) Barcarolle—F- 
sharp, Ballade—B-minor, Liszt, Mr. H. M, Field; 
overture, Mignon, Thomas; aria, Elea’s Dream 
—Lohengrin, Wagner, Miss Amanda Fabris; | 


Sinfonia Pastorale, Beethoven, I. The cheerful 
impressions excited on arriving in the country. 
Il, By the Brook. IIL Peasants merry-making 
—thunderstorm—shepherd’s song—glad and 
thankful feeling after the storm; violin solo, 
Gypsy Dances, Sarasate, Mr. Clifford Schmidt ; 


First Hungarian Khapsody, Liszt. 
METRONOME. 





Change of Base. 





For Saturday Night. 
Upon the garden gate they swung 
When nights were warm and fair, 


men Class Society: President, Mr. P. J 
Robinson ; lst vice-president, Miss Smart ; 2nd 


vice-president, Mr, W. A. McKinnon ; secre-|  gpeoial attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 


tary, Mr. A. J. Stringer; treasurer, Mr. F. 
Allen; musical director, Mr. W. R. White; 
athletic director, Mr, J. W. Gilmour; poet, 
Miss Shilling; orator, Mr. J. R Perry; his- 
torians, Miss Wanless and Mr, D. McFayden ; 
prophet, Mr. E. Boyd ; judge, Mr. J. Merrick ; 
critic, Mr. H. A. Bruce; artist, Mr. W. A. Mc- 
Lean ; councillors, Misses Craig, Cranston and 
Burnbam, Messre. McKay and Howland. 
ApAM RvrFrvs, 




















































duct the greatest institution in the country.” 


sity College has come to; this is, I suppose* 
the result of confederation?” and with a look 
of despair he passed out upon the lawn, 


And pale Diana often flung 
Her light upon the pair. 


To-night, among the leafless trees 
The autumn winds make moan, 

The gate is swinging In the breeze, 
Its rusty hinges groan. 


And where are now the youth eo gay 
And maiden dressed in lawn ? 

Oh, whither do their footeteps stray, 
Where have the lovers gone? 


. 
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S OF MUSIC 


Artists and Teachers’ Gradaating ( ourses 
University affiliation for Degrees in Music. Scholar- 
shige, Dipl Certificates, M ete. 
ree instruction in Theory, Sight Singing, Violin, Or- 
chestra and Ensemble playing. . The Concerts and Recitals 
by teachers and students are alone invaluable educational 





Go to the parlor, warm, go there, 
And ask, if you would know, 

That double-loaded rocking-chair, 
That lamp turned down e0 low. 


























































































hall and el 5 > nay added scilitie ina moat 
h class rooms ly p jes for gene: 
A Muskoka Idyl. — education unsurpassed. Pupils may enter any 
me. 
For Saturday Night. oma So, Sepeet oF + UTION 
ry ” “ . WwW. B.As rinci 
Kate," bocntd, J whee Ses) 5 caw thee Large, efficient stsff. Best methods for development of 
On Lake Joseph's dusky breast, Verbal, Vocal and Pantomimic Expression. Delsarte and 
While the wooing breeze played o’er thee — eee a cial aan in ee ae 
leveloping m w strengthen voice, couree in 
And thy raven locks caressed, Literature. One and two year courses with Diploma. 
Even then I did adore thee ; Conservatory and Elocution Calendars mailed tree. 
Prized thy smile o’er all the rest. EDWARD FISHER, Musica! Director 
When I told the love I bore thee, Corner Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 
All my passion deep confessed, AR R E. FIS ee eet 
Swore through life to battle for thee, I kq H 
Held theo to my bosom peessed, Mus. Bac. UI (Eng.) EIS HE R 
Asked the right to give protection, we a 
Shield thee all through life from hurt, Harmony, Composition, Pianotorte and 
In two words you pledged affection, Organ 
For your answer was: ‘ Why, cert.!’” Residence, 92 Wellesley Street, Toronto 
Uncus ARTIE. 





M!ss McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
residen at the 


(Formerly t pian 
Will be prepared to receive phe ts eoeen and Piano 
Playing on and after Sopeember 2, at her qoueenee 
14 St. Joseph Street, Toronto. 
Pupile of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 


"Varsity Chat. 


EADERS of the library books 
are familiar with the work of 
the superior person who 
marks passages for the pur- 
pose of attracting the special 
attention of others whom he 
assumes to be less capable 
than himself of appreciating 

a good thing at first sight. People of dull per- 
ceptions are greatly indebted to this gifted in- 
dividual for pointing out what is particularly 
excellent in the library books. 





HARTLEY DENNISON, Primo Tenore 
e Solo Tenor at Erskine Church 
Church, Oraterio, Concert and Opera 
132 Crawford Street 


QNTARIO COLLEGE 
or MUSI 


Established 1884 by C. Farringer 


We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 
highest es of music, as the instruction is given by ex- 
perienced teachers only. 

Our advanced pupile are not only excellent sight read- 
ers, but also show careful and thorough training in touch, 
technique and expression. 

Practical instruction in harmony in connection with 
piano studies. 


CERTIFICATES AND DIPLOMAS 


56 HOMEWOOD AVE. 


Mr. William Mulock, M, A., Q. C., M. P., for TORONTO, Ont, 


eleven years vice-chancellor, was re-elected to 
that office for three years at the first meeting 
of the Senate. He was opposed by Dr. I. H. 
Cameron and the vote stood 31 to 15, 


* 

‘*T submit that a man has no right to take 
the life of another, and that he also has not 
the right to delegate any power to society or 
the state to take the life of a fellow citizen,” 
said Mr. Syd. B. Woods the other evening, as 
he proceeded at the debate in the Literary 
Society to argue for the abolition of capital 
punishment. ‘I hold, as against the conten- 
tion of the leader of the affirmative,” said 
Mr. A. T. Boles, the leader of the nega- 
tive, ‘“‘that just as a man has the right 
to kill his fellow in self-defence, so society 
has the right to inflict capital punishment.” 
Thus, from point to point, the debate was 
argued. Mr. Woods was supported by Mr, W. 
E. Singelback, and Mr. Boles by Mr. W. P. 
Bull. The affirmative placed many facts, 
statistics and historical instances in a popular 
style, the leader making an excellent and fluent 
speech, which was most cordially received by 
the society. The leader of the negative took. 
the data submitted by his opponent, and by 
clear, crisp logic made a splendid argument 
and showed that he has the mind of a debater. 
On the platform along with the president, Mr. 


Telephone 3+21 





TORONTO COLLEGE 
and TEACHERS’ OF M USIC 


A. T. DeLury, B.A., were Mr. Alexander gag (LIMITED) 
Smith, B.A., Mr. H. R. Knox, B.A., and Mr. Send for calender. 


J.R. Graham, B.A. The president asked Mr. F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 


Smith to sum up the debate and decide upon 
the argument. The decision was given in 
favor of the negative. The Glee Club, under 
the baton of Mr. Percy Parker, sang a number 
of selections. Mr, W. S. Carroll read an ap- 
propriate selection. The meeting was largely 
attended and enthusiastic, and the graduates 


present were treated in royal style, 
o 


FPREDERICK BOSCOVITZ 
STUDIO (For Piano Lessons Only) 
15 KING STREET EAST 


(Mesere. Nord heimer) 


GRENVILLE P. KLEISER 
In 
The Man Who Had His Leg Shot Off 


and other Recitations—Humoroue, Dramatic and Pathetic 

—may now be engaged for entire evenings of readings or 

for part programmes For circular, terme, etc., addrese— 
49 Elm Street, Teronte, Canada 


Officers for the class of 95 have been elected 
as follows: Musicaldirector, Mr. A. Wickens; 
judge, Mr. W. A. McLaren; prophet, Mr. A. A. 
Laing ; critic, Mr. Hollinrake ; poet, Mr. J. A. 
Tucker; historian, Mr. F. B. Proctor ; orator, 
Mr. Joseph Montgomery ; councillors, Mr. J. 
Hyland and Mr. E. A. Wicher. 


R. E. W. SCHUCH 
Conductor Toronto Vocal Society. 
OChoirmaster St. James’ Cathedral. 
Conductor University Glee Club. 
Conductor Harmony Club. 
Instruction in Voice Culture and Expression in Singing. 
35 Grenville Street 
R. A. S. VOGT 


rganist and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Street, Toronto 


MR. F.. WARRINGTON 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, Toronto, 
will receive sped in Voice Culture, —— in Singing 
and Piano at residence, 214 Carlton Street, Toronto. 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


W. F. HARRISON 
* Organist and Choirmaster 8t. Simon's Church. 
Masisal Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
13 Dunbar Road, Rosedale 


So it seems that K Company of the Queen’s 
Own Rifles is to lose its distinctive University 
character on the paltry excuse that K does not 
turn out regularly for parade. It may be that 
the fact that K always showed up well in 
marches past, reviews, etc., much to the cha- 
grin of other companies that have veterans in 
them, had much to do with the decision stated 
to have been arrived at. K could “plug” for 
reviews as well as for exams., and now as we 
are about to lose our University corps I think 
no person will deny that we have given some of 
its best men to the regiment and that our fellows 
have always performed their duty with dignity 
and honor. The old spirit is vanishing rapidly. 
There will soon be nothing historical left. 
Nothing will remain to pleasingly interest the 
graduate of years gone by, What meets his 
sight will but arouse his anger. The other day 
I met a graduate who has been away in other 
countries for years. He was visiting the col- 
lege, and with evident amazement he asked, 
‘““Why do they call Mr, senator?” 
“Because he is a ‘Varsity senator. Examine 
the list of senators and you will see that there 
is no use for graduates making a fuss over 
elections, The other fellows rule and are there 
in spite of the graduates, Graduates know 
nothing about a university. Tooth-pullers, 
organ-grinders and the like are the men to con- 





MiSs NORMA REYNOLDS 

SOPRANO SOLOIST 
Graduate Toronto College of Music and Underdraduate of 
Trinity Usiversity. Ooncert, Oratorio, Church. Pupils 
received. Miss Reynolds ie the only certificated papil 
teacher of W. Elliott Haslam, under whom she has taught 
for three years, and from whom she has received the high- 
est testimonials. 


Addrese— 
Teronto College of Music and 86 Major St. 


HELEN M. MOORE, Mus Bac. 
Harmony, Counterpoint, Etc, 

Students peepee for the Uaiversity ex ions in 

usic. Toronto College of Music and 608 Church Street. 


** And this,” said the grad., “is what Univer- 
M 


B L. FAEDER, Orchestral Director, Aca- 
¢ demy of Music, violin soloist and teacher. Franco- 
Belgium method. Studio 277 Sherbourne st. Telephone 


The following are the officers for the Fresh- ! ogg, Open for concert engagements. 














G®t YOUR HATS BLOCKED AT 


De eee NEWCOMBE ---. 
PIANOS) 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 
THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Cffice—107-9 Church St 


NEW MUSIC 


“VOCAL 
Dashing Highlsnd Guards. Comic song, 
by Fax and Bohner................ 400, 
Rolling Home to Merrie England. Sea 
song and chorus, by Kilburn....... 
Guide Me, Keep Me. Sacred song, by 
Sim Fax 
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H. RIGGS, the Popular Dentist 

'e Cer. King aad Yonge Streets 
And his staff of ascistants make a specialty of ante 
ver filing and root crowning. No teeth too gone for 
= = yt ee A = a = es ton difference a 
lew nice —" make in your ith personal ap- 
pearance. Ring up Telephone 1476 and meke an appoint- 
ment with him. 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. No advance 
feos. x 2 Wilten Crescent, Toronte. 
MR. AND MRS. W. H. MEEK 
DRAMATIC AND HUMOROUS IMPERSONATORS 

ears of ity. Our work will be in West- 
ern Ontario exclusively until middle of November. Ad- 
dress care of Toronto Saturpay Nieut. 


MSS LAURA M. MacGILLIVRAY 


Dramatic Reader and Reciter 


Miss MacGillivray will accept ements for Church, 
Club or Parlor Eatertainments. Addrese— 
MR. FRED ROPER, 
Quebec Bank Chambers, 2 Toronto St., Toronto. 


7 W. C. GUILD 


MARGUERITE A. BAKER 
Graduate of the Boston School of Oratory. Teacher of 
Elocution, Delsarte Gesture, 
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Frap 
Skirt dance Marjorie. By Gray........ 
March Pom . By Scott 








PHYSICAL CULTURE ese 
Special Voice Work, Bird Notes, &. for reading fxmouse Jeane by talk Revho ‘ee. 
engegements. ¥. W. ©. GUILD, McGill 8t Victoria, New dance (with instructions by Early) 
SOUR SE Ws Fs Se kbdd cccecccchsasteesddies 40c. 
Oxford. New darice, by Behr................ceeeeeee 200. 


FRANCIS J. BROWN 


President of the Delsarte College of Oratory. 
Shakespearean and Bible Readings a 
Specialty 


Open for engage mente. 
For terms address FRANOIS J. BROWN, Y. M. ©. A. 


Miss MARGUERITE DUNN, B.E. 
Graduate of the National School of Elooution and 


Oratory, Philadelphia. 


Teacher ‘of Elocution and Voice Culture and 
Delsarte Physical Culture 


Open for concert engagements and evenings of readings. 
369 Wilton Ave. Toronto College of Music 


©. HERBERT FIELOING 
Teacher of Elocution 


Graduate and Gold Medalist of American Conservatory, 
Chicago 
113 Peter Street, Toronto 


CONCERTS, EVENINGS OF READINGS 


Herbert W. Webster 


OCONOERT BARITONE 
Late of Westminster Abbey, and Milan, Italy. Instruction 
in Voice Culture. Open to Concert, Oratorio or Opera 


engagements. 
Toronto College of Music or 428 Church St. 


MRS. H. WEBSTER, Mandolin Artiste 


Open to Concert Engagements 
Lessone given at College of Music or 428 Church Street. 


Ask your dealer for them or order direct from the pub- 
lishers. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
158 Yonge Street, Toronte 


Satin Slippers 


Have just seceived a large importation 
of Ladies’ Satin Slippers, in different 
colors. These are very handsome and 
will be quick sellers. Call early 
and make your selection. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


83 te 89 
King Street East 
















ICKLES’ Men's Piccadilly Shoes, Ladies’ 
Waulkenpasts and Overgziters for all. 








Pickles’ Leading Shoe Parlor, 328 Yonge Street 


BALD 
HEADS | 


We warrant Capilline to produce the growth of hair and 
remove dandruff. No mineral poisons. 


Love's Drug Store, 188 Yonge Street 
GOLDEN HEALTH PELLET 


Specific in Sick Headaches, See 
Liver and Pile troubles and Menetensl eitivultion orth 
& guinea a box. Price 25c.; 5 boxes for $1. Send for 


pamphlet to 
THOMPSON'S HOMG@OPATHIC PHARMACY 
394 Wonge Street, Torente 


TORONTO and STRATFORD 


There are two most valuable possessione which no 
search-warrant can get at, which no execution can take 
away, and which no reverse of fortune can destroy ; they 
are what a man puts into his brain—KNOWLEDGE—and 
into his KILL. 

COMMERCIAL 
SHORTHAND 
PENMANSHIP and 
ENGLISH DEPARTMENTS 


Location of Toronto School: Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts. 
ATTEND THE BEST—IT PAYS 


Visitors always welcome. Oatalogues free. Day and 
Evening Sessions. SHAW & ELLIOTT, 
Principals 





R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two year’s residence in Ger- 
many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
Mr. Field also studied from '84 to '88 with Dr. Prof. Carl 
Reinecke in a and had the rare advantage of a course 
with Dr. Hans Von Bulow, in Frankfort in ‘87. Concret 
engagements —— accepted. For terms apply at To- 
1onto College of ic and 105 Gloucester street. 


THE MISSES ROWLAND. Violinists 


(Graduates of the Boston Conservatory) 
Have resumed teaching at their residence, 733 Ontario St. 


ISS LOUISE SAUERMANN, 
Instruction in Voice Cuiture and Piano. 
Pupil of Prof. Julias Von Bernuth and Dr. Hugo Riemann, 
Hamburg, Germany. 117 Maitlani Street. 


J W. L. FORSTER 


Portraits a Specialty ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8ST. EAST 


Miss CLAIRE BERTHON, Portrait 
Painter, is to receive a limited number of 
pupile in painting drawing. Terms on application. 
Studie, 591 Sherbourne Street 


Lt¥°rYe N. WATKINS 
8303 Church Street 
fhorough instruction —— Guitar, Mandolin and 





ERT KENNEDY 
Teacher of Bandola and Saxophone (A. & 8. 
Nordheimer sole agents) Toronto College of Music. Private 
instruction given ian Banje, Guitar and Mandelin 
at residence, 334 Jarvis Street. Call in mornings. 


M®: J. D. A. TRIPP 


Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 


Only Canadian pupil of Meszkowski, Berlin, 
Germany, formeriy pupil of Edward Fisher. O for 
engagements. Torente Conservatory of Music 
and 90 Seaten Street, Teronte 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF EXPRESSION 
EIGHT PROMINENT SPECIALISTS 
Our specialist in DELSARTE, Gesture and Esthetic 
Physical Culture has received seven years of training from 
ablest seachers in America. Fall term begins Oct 17. 
One, tw@ and three year’s courses. Oalendar sont. 
PRINCIPAL MOUNTEER, 
Arcade, cor. Yonge and Gerrard Ste. Toronto, Can. 


W. O. FORSYTH 


Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 
Studied in Leipzig and Vienna under Dr. S. Jadassohn, 
Martin Krause and Prof Julius Epstein. 
Modern methods. Address— 
11% Ceblege Street, Toronte 


ALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHES OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 


8 Buchaanan &St., and Teronte College of Music 
TORONTO SCHOOL OF LANDSCAPE 


AND DeocoRATIVE PAINTING. 
668 CHURCH STREET 
Course specially adapted to those wishing to teach. Ex- 
aminations at Christmas and Summer closing, entitling to 
certifisates. Send for circular. 
H. MARTIN, Director. 


BRANTFORD LADIES’ COLLEGE 


AND 


CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 


Rev. Principal Cavan, D.D., Visiting and Hon- 
orary Director. 

Rev. Wm. Cochrane, D.D., Governor. 

Mes. Mary Rolls, Lady Principal. 

The most numerously attended Presbyterian Ladies’ 
College in Ontario, with a Faculty of 20 members, chiefly 


iste. 
Re-OPENS SEPTEMBER 7, 1892 
Applications for admiesion or for Calendars wili addrees 
REV. WM. COCHRANE, D.D., Governor. 





USINESS 


















LOWE'S COMM AL ACA 3468 
MONSARRAT: HOUSE | sg"nciensiaehschnactte 
Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies} KINDLING WOOD FOR SALE 
MISS VENNOR, Principal soy par ot Ju pres rt the ling prions ay 


(Late Trebover House, London, Eng.) 
A thorough course of instruction will be given in - 
lish, Mathematica and Modern O Pupils _ 
for University examinations. Classes in Sw 
ing will aiso be held twice a week. 


Christmas term commences November 10. 
For terms and prospectus apply to Principal. 





H. & W. WATSON'S 
il Adelaide Street West 
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Recitals of Entirely New Compositions 


: TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. if 


Social and Personal. 


cme (Cut Out... 


bride, of Toronto, while the groom was sup- 
ported by Mr. W. E. Broley of Elora. The 
many handsome presents testified to the high 
ésteem in which the bride was held by her 
large circle of friends. The happy couple left 
in the evening for Boston, and purposed visit- 
ing a number of the large American cities be- 
fore their return to Bacrie. 


Among the onions addresses received by 
His Grace Archbishop Walsh in celebration of 
his silver jubilee, those presented by the clergy 
and laity respectively were conspicuous, not so 
much by their undoubted refinement of concep- 
tion and execution as by the happy manner in 
which the decoration was made to suggest and 
illustrate as well as adorn the text matter, 
thus rendering both volumes perfect and 
unique mementoes of the occasion, They were 
designed and executed by Mr. A. H. Howard, 


fon. Toronto Saturday Night 


Colonel and Mrs. Bogue and Mr. and Mrs. 
(Continued on Page Twelve.) M 


ACADEMY OF MUSIC 


will be acknowledged. 


The Prettiest Thing in the World 


A CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF 














NEXT Wednesday} BEGINNING oy oji} oo o.............. 

Frida’ | WEDNESDAY NOV. 23 

a rday 

Nights. SR ere een RE A eee 

Satamies. | A ee eR es be sus Ua sleek Cale ee'ec ave cueaudec 
eitineaa 7 See eee Compliments of the Season 
==PAULINE HALL 

OPERA COMPANY WMD 6 0 Cowart EO MSN Okie aUeE Ss eee 


Nore. —In withdrawing the picture from this tube insert. the first and second 
fingers, seize the corner of the picture and wind it around the fingers until it becomes 


smaller than the tube, It can then be easily taken out. 


“< Puritania 


@R THE EARL AND MAID OF SALEM 
By C. 8S. M. MoLellan and Edgar Stillman Kelley 


A Comic | An Excelient Cast. 
Opera Chorus of Fifty. 


Brilliant Music. 
Augmented Orchestra. 
Magnificently Staged. 
Complete Detail. 
- It is fall of melody and catchey 
. Excellent literary merit. 











in 

Twe Acts 
And 

Three Scenes 
Boston Globe ball 














Boston rio is bright. tuneful, fetching 
Journal ue plot..... the libretto is replete with 
witty lines full of snap and spirit. 
New York Pauline Halli is a picture o . 
Advertiser beauty. = — — dash and vivaatie, 
er singing is full of melody. 7e 4 { 
Montreal The opera is far above the usual comic Have J = received large 


Gazette | opera. . . there is an air of — 
ing Unconventionality about it. . 
Miss Hall has a voice of rare freshness. 
has an excellent character as the Earl. 


cp roemenemsesenndowepcestasealaeennansataganeameanmaeteaecteeaae 
PURITANIA | Priccs—$1 50, $1, 75c., 500. and 25c. 


Academy of Music 
rat WOT. 24-02 eae 
ROBIN HOOD OPERA CO. 


Card Cases, &e. 
Presenting De Koven & Smith's Famous 


105 KING ST. WEST 
ROBIN eee 
HOOD JACOBS & SPARROW’S OPERA HOUSE 


THE POPULAR AMUSEMENT RESORT OF TORONTO 


importations of 


Toilet Bags 
Dressing Cases 
Writing Cases 
Jewel Cases 








Purses 





Greatest Comic Opera 
Ever Written WEEK COMMENCING 


GRAND ORCHESTRA AND CHORUS | Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday Monday 9 November 214 


Renowned Artists WM. FLERON’S ORIGINAL 
Beautiful Scenery 


Prices—250., 500., 750., $1 00, $1 50. Seate now on sale 


=== |Clemenceau Case 


NEXT WEDNESDAY 


55 ORCHESTRA 55 
4 Soloists 4|!HE FRENCH NOVELTY DANCERS 


ANTON SEID P Gondor New York STRONG CAST OF METROPOLITAN FAVORITES 
etropolitan Opera 


MB TORRINGTON says: *'No eulogy of the} Next Attraction - ~ - . 
renowned SEIDEL @R*HESTRA is needed. buat 
all ia Terento ints rested in Orchestral Music 
should hear them with.ut fait 


wend etn tke cto oa, Mrs, Gervaise Graham's Institute of Dermatology and Physical Culture 
145 1-2 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


Tyco] Pamioe Johan) of] ALMOND MEAL 
Daa ve A, cai Recital Received last week a new supply of Dr. 


And the Latest Parisian Sensation 


EVA MOUNTFORD 








Notice the improvement in the complexion, 
walk, or fizure of dozane of the prettie-t women 
in Toronto. Every day you may hear some 
such remark as this: ‘‘ Is not Mrs. or Miss So 
and So looking wonderfully well? I know she 
goes to Mrs. Graham's often. They can do you 

in 60 many ways there.” 


Palmer’s English Almond Meal in tins, nicely 
perfumed, never becomes rancid, softens the 
water and is ever so much nicer than soap. 
Try it, only 35 cente. 





MARCICANO’S ORCHESTRA 
Association Hall, Monday Evening, November 28 


COME AND FIND OUT FOR 
YOURSELF. 








Superfluous Hair, Moles, Warts {© 





REMGMBER THE ADDRESS 


7 pe higes 145! YONGE STREET 








New Costumes by Miss Jchnson | moved by Electrolysis. 
‘Fifty and 25 cents. Plan at Nordheimer’s Tuesday next. 
A Handsome Detached House, with 12 rooms, situated at 
GRAN D CONCERT 172 BLOOR STREET EAST R. Walker & Sons GOLDEN LION 
ama Ry iw North side, between Jarvis and Sherbourne Streets, over- 
PAVILION MUSIO HALL pa wo ot ownas toe praia. | Bailding 
s fitted with electric m unique a 
Thursday Evening, November 24 | provements, handsome ly papered ar end decorated through- ere 
UNIQUE NOVELTIES 

Artiste—Mire, Caldwell, Mrs. tate — ee al A t P tt B : B 
eos hoBliene, W. i Bob a A. L, E. Davies and MARTIN McMILLAN | r 0 ery ric-a=brac 
E Lye—Mr. Harry Rich 

of reserved seata will be ned at Nordheimer’s on Mon- 
day, Nov, 21,at10a.m. Doors open at7. Concert at 8. In Endless Variety at Basement Prices. 

ISS BELL SMITH has been secured) 431 YONGE STREET PIANO AND BANQUET LAMPS 
Levouve, the 1 F and other new selections. Has now in stock a full assortment of Our assortment in this _ one of the finest in the 
Her many wa l welcome her since her 

reoi 
our artistic assortment of PLAIN WHITE 
MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES AND NEW TABLE RAISINS ‘CHINA, manufactured by A. Lauternier, Limoges. 
onversational oe 
Preparations fo Univercity examinations. JAMES CUSIN, good article in Coffee to the fact that I always keep the <—oer 
ee |e R. Walker & Sons 
NILE, HOLY LAND, ROUND THE WORLD EX- MOCHAS. JAVAS . 
= GOLDEN LION 
an. 3, Feb. 4 for Nile aud Palestine. _ end for vist 
ae eee 6 , TELEPHONE 641. 


and Birthmarks permanently re- 
SELECT KNIGHTS OF CANADA For Presents visrr 
AVILION MUSIO HALL | smmmne teres, ereem eee asier |Ohina Department easexcenn 
‘In aid of the Sick Children’s Hospital. out. Address 172 Bloor Street 
Tickets 26 cents. Reserved seats 50 and 75 cente. Pian Vases and Table Porcelains 
GROCER 
Hall, Parkdale. She will produce Madse from the French 
Feewob Bo Bobolt 
Siero Aner | Raising Now Currants, New Peels) CHINA DECORATORS 
in Frenoh, "Seen Italian tn wiistih chk ine Gn tiie: Mees tha ts OUR PRICES WILL INTEREST YOU 
¥-¥t Sy %4, ee Sf ee © Roasiat And other varieties in the market. Fresh roasted and 
ground. King Street East 


‘ and enclose it with fifty cents 
This Label, a e ose it with fifty cents to 


SHEPPARD PuBLISHING Co.,, 
9 Adelaide Street West, and a copy of our Christmas Num- 
ber will be sent, postage paid and packed in a cardboard 
tube, to any part of the world as directed, and your letter 











| LABATT’S LONDON ALE AND STOUT. 


For Dietetic and Medicina! Use, the most wholesome 


beverages available, tones and 


Eight Medals and nd Ten | Diplomas at the 
World’s Great Exhibitions 


JOHN LABATT 


London, Ont. 
JAS. GOOD & CO., Agents, Toronto 








GOLD MEDAL JAMAICA 1891 


Was 4h al ee 
WEDDING CAKES 


Of the best quality and finish SHIPPED with to AL 
PARTS OF THE DOMINION slats autaes 


Choice sets of Silver Cutlery and China for hire. 


HARRY WEBB, 447 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 








FUR SEASON 1892 93 
The “Stella” Cape 


Without or Without Russian Front 


Mink ea Sable 
Beaver Persian Lamb 


Grey Astrachan Seal 
AND OTHER FASHIONABLE FURS 





STYLE. Neg 


G. R. Renfrew & Co. 


71 and 73 King Street East, Toronto 
35 and 37 Buade Street, Quebec 


AN ORIENTAL LUXURY 


F. E. BELOEN’S FACIAL MASSAGE AND MANICURE PARLORS 
THE MOST COMPLETE IN CANADA, HYGIENIC COMPLEXION TREATMEAT 


This Scientific Process of Clearing the Vay oye opens the Pores of the Skin, thereby expelling all Impurities, gives 
Strength and Tone to the Lax Muscles of the Face, rounds the Sunken Cheeks, removes Puffiness Under the Eyes, cures 

n Diseases, such as Acne or Pimples, Blackheads, Redness of the Face or Nose, Moth Patches, Freckles, Smoothes out 
the “Wrinkles Pe Orow’s Feet, leaving the Skin Clear, Sweet and Smooth. For developing the Bust and Neck my treat- 
ment and p-eparations produce marvellous effects. For trial treatment, consultation, etc., you are invited to call at 
Armand’s Hair and Perfumery Store, 441 Yonge Street, corner of Carlton. Telephone 2498 


MISS HOLLAND 


Is now showing a fine stock of 




















FRENCH AND AMERICAN 
Pattern Bonnets 


PEOPLE'S POPULAR 
Velvet Hats ata 
Felt Hats een 


Vailings, ‘&c. PARTI ES 


Which is well worth the inspection of ladies 
about to purchase 


— British Columbia, Washington, 
Imported Mantles Oregon, California 


In TOURIST SLEEPING CARS, Teronto te Seattle 
Stylish 


Dressmaking 


EVERY FRIDAY AT 11.20 P.M. 


Dec, 2, 9, 16, 23, 30, 18uL 
to any €. P. R. Ticket Agent fer full 


MISS DUF FY |! | particulars. ae 


Ie also showing a stock of fine Mantles at prices intended 
to sell every garment 





| Trust Funds 


ISS FAULKNER, Fashionable a To loan. Lowest rates. No com- 
M and Mantle Maker. Perteot fit guaranteed, with mission charged. Apply direct. 
all the leadicg styles. Reasonable pricee to all. 115 


THOMSON, HENDERSON & BELL 
Board of Trade Building 


Scollard Street. 


Our Three oars sarioha 
IN MILLINERY 

Fashionable Stock 
panel eee ie . STEDMAN FIEROE’S TOILET GOODS 


Dr. - E Woodward's Home Face Massage Steamer 
DRESS AND MANTLE anywhere in Canada on receipt of $3 50, with two bottles 
MAKING and full instructions for vee—Hermosa for the steam, an 

Our art costuming a specialty. | antiseptic, destroying and removing the germs and poirons 
Leave orders early to ensure | jn the human skin that mar ite beauty, and Pascaline 

Prompt attention. white lambs’ wool oil, for softening, cleaning nourish- 

DRESS CUTTING ing the skin. The Home Steamer is aS break- 
Taught daily by our New ing Up oe os clearing the throat and h Every house 
ucemen ould have on 
Supat catrated Fal li: e of Mestense gcods. gy Nail Bleach, 250, 


th Send fo ill 
to agen - lishing. Rosa- 
Scissors, 


Established in 1360. 
J. & A. CARTER, 312 Yonge sta cor or. Walton St. | Flee, Outicle Kaives, &. The best 
market. Madame Bra Lee’s Oleopatra Cream, 75o. a pot. 

ROF. DAVIDSON for 


a perfect skin food, balm and compound neck, arms 
. Tourjour Jeune—always yourg— 
The a yo Chiropedist | sample brick, 20).; Tanger sizes, 40c., 750. and $1. 
re can all be sent by mail. Toilet Articles made 
Has again established bimeelt on from the purest and best a oils (ery i i) Thave been sell- 
i troubled with | ing them three years, and I know what I advertise, 
Pray'’s goods 


have been used thirty yous in the toilet, and 
ar een oO ORS O80 Pre | are among the best, Ik none other than first-class 
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Social and Personal. 


(Continued from Page Eleven.) 


Bogue of Campbeliford spent Thanksgiving 
with Dr. Morton of Church street. 


Rev. J. P. Lewis was tendered a reception 
by his congregation last evening in Grace 
church parlors, on his return from the Contin; 


ent. 
os 


Captain and Mrs, J. E. Hughes of Kidder- 
minster are visiting at the Queen's. 


Mrs. M. M. Kertland will be At Home at 15 
Linden street next Wednesday from 4.30 to 7 


o’clock. 


Mrs. Kerr of Charles street gave a delightful 
tea yesterday afternoon, 


The Athenzum Bicycle Club gave a very 
successful smoking concert last Thursday 
evening in the club parlors. An orchestra 
furnished music, and a very good programme 
was carried out by the Harmony Quartette 
club, Messrs. Fred Baker, H. J. Cochran, Geo. 
Taylor, Harry Rich; Horace Pease and Bert 
Kennedy. Messrs. Bruce Brough, Curry, 


Cartwright, and Professor Halfpenny gave -an 
exhibition of fencing, and Mess:s. Douglas and 
sell of boxing. Mr. J. P. Langley, vice-presi- 
dent of the club, occupied the chair. 


The first chrysanthemum wedding that has 
been seen in Toronto society, and undoubtedly 
the prettiest, was that which was celebrated 
at St. George’s church Wednesday afternoon 
last, when Miss Mab Bell and Mr. Frederic 
B. Pemberton, C.E., of Victoria, B. C., were 
married, The %bride is the daughter of Mr. 
P. W. Bell of the Hudson Bay Company and 
niece of Miss Dupont, Dufferin house, Toronto, 
while the groom is the son of Mr, J. Des- 
pard Pemberton of Victoria, B. C. The 
ceremony’s chief charm consisted in the 
beautiful effect produced by the chrys- 
anthemums which everywhere shed their 
beauty of tints ani loveliness. The bouquets 
of the bridal party were tair clusters of magni- 
ticent specimens of Japan’s floral ideal, blended 
in the two shades of pale yellow and light 
brown. The church was most appropriately 
decorated with chrysanthemums and foliage, 
and from the chancel’s steps to the altar’s rails 
an aisle was formed of potted chrysanthemums, 
interspersed with palms and ferns, The church 
was crowded with a fashionable throng, a 
large number of them being guests. The 
bridesmaids were: Miss Jessie Bell, sister 
of the bride; Miss Minnie Temple and Miss 
Marion Wilkie, school friends, and her three 
little cousins, Miss Jessie Blanchford, Miss 
Nellie Dupont and Miss Gertrude Dupont. The 
bride was bewitchingly sweet in an Empire 
gown of white brocaded satin with tulle veil. 
She wore astar of pearls and diamonds, the 
gift of the groom, and carried a beautiful bou- 
quet, a charming confection of lilies of the val- 
ley surrounded with white rosebuds and fringed 
with chrysanthemums. The bridesmaids 
formed a captivating group in Louis Seize 
gowns of cream, with hats and feathers of the 
same, to which their magnificent bouquets of 
brown and yellow chrysanthemums made a 
delightful contrast. iss Dupont looked 
stately in a most becoming costume of gray 
silk and black point de Venice lace. Miss Amy 
Dupont wore a dainty lemon-colored dress of 
crepe with yellow velvet sleeves. Mrs, Beil, 
mother of the bride, appeared in b/ack ben- 
galine. The pupils of Dufferin House, attired all 
in white, acted as maids of honor and formed 
an aisle through which the bridal party pro- 
ceeded. Theceremony was performed by Rev. 
Canon Cayley, rector of St. George’s church, 
assisted by Rev. A. J. Broughall, rector of St. 
Stephen’s, The bride was given away by her 
father. Messrs. George Vankoughnet and 
Louis McMurray were the ushers. The service, 
which was fully choral, was rendered by the 
surpliced choir of St. George’ 8, under the direc- 
tion of Mr. E. W. Phillips. After the cere- 
mony a reception took place at Dufferin 
House, the residence of Miss Dupont. 
The drawing-room was rendered a perfect 
bower of beauty and fragrance by a profusion 
of chrysanthemums, roses, ferns and palms. 
The bride's traveling dress was of brown camel’s 
hair, trimmed with otter, with a vest of 
ellow satip. Mr. and Mrs. Pemberton left 
y the afternoon train for Niagara Falls, where 
they will spend afew days en route to Cali- 
fornia watering-places, where an extended 
honeymoon will be spent previous to their tak- 
ing up their residence at Victoria. 


The Wardrobe of a Well Dressed Man. 


A well dressed man does not require so much 
an extensive asa varied wardrobe. He needs 
a different costume for every season and every 
occasion, but if what he has chosen be simple 
rather than striking he may wear the same 
clothes as often as he likes as long as they are 
fresh and appropriate to the season ona the 
object. There are four kinds of coats which he 
must have. A morning coat, a frock coat, a 
dress coat and an overcoat. He may have as 
many of each of these as he may think fit or his 
pocket book may permit. The present style of 
overcoat for fall and winter wear is worn very 
much longer than what has been worn for the 
past few seasons, made single or double- 
breasted, the latter having the preference ; the 
style of goods, beavers, meltons and fine ker- 
seys, of which I have a large assortment, 
Henry A. Taylor, No. 1 Rossin House Block. 


MEDICAL, 


ASSAGE recommended for rheumatism, alysis, 

ingommania, poor circulation, nervous toncbion. stiff 
joints, etc. Endorsed by leading physicians. THOMAS 
COOK, 204 King Street West. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, qHOMe OPATIIST 
Specialties— Diseases of Childrea and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office houre—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


ANDERSON & BATES 


Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone : 3022 No. 5 College Street, Toronto. 


D® PALMER 


40 College Street 
Telephone 3190. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 








DENTISTRY. 


DR. FRANK STOWE, Dentist 

HAS REMOVED TO 
463 SPADINA AVENUE, second door above College, 
east side. Beit line cars pase office. Telephone 


D® “BOSANKO > 


DENTIST 
“6 King Street West, over Mooper’s Drug Store. 


-\R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practica! Dentistry R. 0. D. 8. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. Tel. 3868, 


NOTICE OF REMOVAL 


DR. FRANK E. ORYSLER 
DENTIST 


249 MoCaul 8t., a few doors south of College 
Telephone 2347. 


M W. SPARROW,L D.S , Dental Surgeon 
° Central Bental Pariors 

N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Toronto. 
Special sttenties attention paid to painless operating. 


\RS. BALL & ZIEGLER (Successors to 
Dr. Hipkins). Rooms suite 23, Arcade, cor. Yonge 
and Gerrard Streets. Dr. Hipkine will be associated with 


his successors for atime. Hours? to 5. Tel, 2232. 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


“The Potent 


Influence 


of Ready Cash ’ 


Secures for us an EXTRAORDINARY BARGAIN LOT of CHOICE NEWLY- 
IMPORTED SCOTCH and ENGLISH DRESS TWEEDS. 


' . e 
Several entire lines of these desirable goods cleared from a large wholesale 


house at less than “ HALF IMPORTING PRICES.” 


With this IMPORTANT 


PURCHASE, and many lines taken from our present Dress Goods stock, MARKED 


to HALF REGULAR selling prices, 


we WILL OPEN TO-DAY. 


A STUPENDOUS DRESS GOODS SALE 


Comprising a combined offering of OVER TWO THOUSAND PIECES of new 
and stylish Dress Tweeds, Serges, Cheviots, Repps, Bengalines, Foules, Broadcloths; 


Broches, Henriettas, Cashmeres and 


weave. 


Fancy Dress Stuffs of every new style and 


This event will prove a veritable Bargain Harvest for the ladies. 


SEE OUR WINDOW DISPLAY. NOTE 


Come and give our stock a personal inspection. 


THE PRICES. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


33> 35) 37; 39, 41 and and 43 King East 


MARRIAGE LICENSES. 


f EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 


Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Cariten Street 


CHINA HAL 


(ESTABLISHED 1864) 
49 King Street East, Toronto 


DOULTON ROYAL: CROWN DERBY 
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The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 


BURRIfT—Nov. 14, Mre. Fred Burritt—a daughter. 
GREENE—Nov. 16, Mre. R_ W. E. Green—a son. 
WALLACE—Nov. 14, Mrs. W. Walls ce—a son. 
FARNCOMB—Nov. 14, Mrs. A. Farncomb—a daughter. 
GARVIN—Nov. 12. Mre Fred Garvin—a sor. 
WALKER—Nov 13, Mrs. Harton Walker—a daughter. 
WILSON—Nov 5, Mrs. E. J. Wilson—a son. 
KEMP—Nov. 12, Mrs. W. A. Soe daughter. 

LIN DSAY—Nov. 15, Mre. L. G. Lindsay—a son. 
CONGO—Nov. 13, Mre. W. A. Congo—a daughter. 
BIRD—Nov. 10, Mrs. J. Godtrey Bird—a daughter. 
WATSON—Nov. 13, Mrs. J. T. Geteeasen 
TAYLOR — Nov. 14. Mrs. Robt Taylor—a daughter. 
HAYNES—Nov. 16, Mes. W. G. Haynes—a daughter. 
DEAN—Nov. i, Mrs. George Dean—a son. 
MILLAR—Nov. 7, Mrs. John Millar—a daughter. 


Marriages. 


PHILIP—GIBBS—Novy. 8, Wm. 8. Philip to Minnie Gibbe. 
ALLEN—SAVAGE—Nov. 10, 8. RB. Allen to Gertrude 


Savage. 
GOAD—DOLLAR—Nov. 1, Nelson A. Goad to Jessie Dollar. 
YORK—TUDHOPE—Nov. 10, William York to E. L. Tud- 


LANGFORD—BISNETT—Nov. 9, Charles Langford to Jean- 
DONA -PHILLIPS—Nov. 1, James G. Dogan to A. L 
UNWIN NELLES—Nov. ¢, Francis M. Mitford to Kate 
PARBISH—HENRY—ov. 9, W. L. Parrish to Nellie 
WISE—GLASGOW—Nov. 2, Rev. H. Wise to Clara Jane 
SNEATH- REEVES—Nov. 16, Fred Soeath to Florence 
ALLAN_SMALL—Nov. 9, James Allan to Mabel Small. 


P£MBERTON—BELL—Nov. 16, Fred Pemberton to M. A. 
Dupont Bell. 


Deaths. 
BODDY—Nov. 15, Harry Melville Boddy, aged 26. 


! COFFEE—Nov. 16, Lawrence Cc ffee, aged 72 


McNICHOLL—Nov. 16 B. McNicholl. 

OLIVER—Nov. 14, Charlotte Oliver, aged 54. 
STINSON—Nov. 14, John Stinson, aged 17. 
WILSON--Nov. 17, Margaret Wilson, aged 79. 
HINDER—Nov. 15, Margaret G. Hinder, aged 1. 
McQUILLAN—Nov. 15, Emma Jackson McQuillan. 
McDUNNOUGH—Nov. 15, ee McDunnough, aged 76, 
PATRIARCHE—Nov. 14, W. P. Patriarche, aged 82. 
SHEARER—Nov. 15, Alex. ieee aged 38. 
WOOD—Nov. 12, Elizabeth Wood. 


New Table Decorations in GLASS 
WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 


WILLIAM JUNOR 


Telephone 2177. 109 Ming Street West 


MOTHERS 


USE HOWARTH'S 


Carminative Mixture 


Thies medicine is ae to aoe other for Sumioer Com- 
laint, Diarrhea, Oram ain in the Stomach and 
wels, and other di er of the bowels of infante oo- 

oasioned by ng or other causes. Gives rest and quiet 
nights to mothers and nurses. Prepared only by 
8S. HOWARTH -«- Druggist 


243 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont. 
Established 1849. Telephone 1359 


Bingham’, 


Print eooeoce 


Invitations 


For Weddings, Parties, Etc. @ @ © 
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J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
347 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679. 


NEXCELLED for hand 


Unequalled for machine. 


( 


NIGHT, 


Mason & Risch 
PIANOS 


Are the Instruments of the Cultured 


Only a piano of which this is true could have elicited 
such unqualified praise from such an eminent source of 
authority as the following : 


GENTLEMEN,—The Mason & Risch Grand Piano you forwarded me is excellent, 
magnificent, unequalled. Artists, judges and the public will certainly be of the 


same opinion. FRANZ LIzs1 


FOR SALE BY 


THE Mlason & Risch Piano Co. 


LIMITED 


32 King Street West, Toronto 


HEHINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


-——PIANOFORTES—— 


GRAND SQUARE UPRIGHT 


Their thirty-six years’ 
reoord the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments. 


Our written guarantes, 
for five years accompani: rs 
each Piano, 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


117 King Street West, Toronto 


THERE IS ONLY ONE LAUNDRY 


The PARISIAN 


Head Office, 67 to 71 Adelaide Street West 
Branehes at 93 and 729 Yonge Stree} 


PHONES 112%, 1496 and 4087 respectively. 


P S.—Goode called for and delivered to all parts of the City. Our patrons are requested 
not to give work to Drivers not having ones cap with initials P P. 8. L. 


Warerooms : 


ann WOOD 
LOWEST PRICES 
SHIDO ewial: | 


COAL 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


FROM THE COAL 
—|ONTARIO “GOAL CO 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH CFFICES: 818 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Quee/ 
Street West and Subway, corner Baihurst Street and C. P. R’ y: 


SPOOL SILK 


OUR GUARANTEE 


it any Corticelli Spool Silk is found to | 
impertect, we authorize any storekeeper to r/ 
fund the money or present a new spool at ov 
expense, even though imperfect spool may ot 
been partly used. 
COR ICELL! SILK CO, Ltd. | 


use. * 





